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THE 


O what ill purpoſes ſoever Poetry bas been abus'd, 
its true and genuine End is by univerſal Con 
feſfron, the Infiru&ion of our Minds, and Re- 
galation of our Manners ; for which tis furniſhd with 
Jo many excellent Advantages. T he Delicacy of its 
Strains, the Sweetneſs and Harmony of its Numbers, 
the lively and admirable manner of its Painting or Re- 
preſentation, and the wonderful Force of its Eloquence, 
cannot but open the Paſſages to our Breaſts, triumph over 
our Paſſions, and leave behind them very deep Impreſſions. 
' Tis inthe power of Poetry to inſmnuate into the inmoſt 
' Receſſes of the Mind, to touch any Spring that moves 
the Heart, to apitate the Soul with any ſort of Afﬀe- 
ion, andiransform it into any Shape or Poſture it thinks 
fit. Tis therefore no wonder that ſo wiſe a State, as 
that of Athens, ſhould retain the Poets on the ſide of 
! Religion and the Government. T be Stape there was 
ſet wp to teach the People the Scheme of their Religi- 
| on, and thoſe Modes of Worſhip the Government thought 
fit to encourage, 10 convey to them ſuch Ideas of their 
Deittes, and Divine Providence, as might engage their 
Minds to a Rewverence of ſuperionr, inviſeble Beings, 
and to obſerve and admire their Adminiſtration of hu- 
mane Affairs. The Poets were lookd on as Divine, 

not only upon the account of that extraordinary Fury 
and Heat of Imagination, wherewith they were thought 

to be inſpird, but likewiſe upon the account of their 
Profeſſion and Imployment, their Buſmeſs being to re- 


preſent 
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preſent Vice as the moſt odious, and V irtue as the moſt 
deſirable thing in the World. 

Tragedy was at its firſt Inſtitution a part of the An- 
cient Pagans Divine Service, when the Chorus which 
originally was ſo great a part, contam d many excellent 
Leſſons of Piety and Morality, and was wholly im- 
ploy'd in reftifying their miſtakes about the Gods, an] 
their Government of the World, in moderating their 
Paſſions, and purging their Minas from Vice and Cor- 
ruption. T his was the noble Deſign of the Chorus. 
And the Repreſentation of great and ifluftrious Chara- 
Fers, gradually afterwards introduc d, their Impiows, or 
their Generous Afions, and the different Event that 
attended them, was to deter Men from Vice and Im- 
 prety, and encourage them to be Generous and Virtuogs, 
by ſhewing them the Vengeance that at laſt overtook the 
one, and the Rewards and Praiſes that crown'd the 
other. The End of Comedy was the ſame, but pur- 
ſud in another way. T he buſmeſs of Comedy being to 
render Vice ridiculous, to expoſe it to publick Deriſzon 
and Contempt, and to make Men aſhamd of Vile and 
Sordid Aions. | 

T ragedy deſignd to Scare Men, Comedy to Laugh 
them out of their Vices. And tis very plam, that 
Satyr is intended for the ſame End, the Promotion of 
Virtue, and expoſing of Vice ; which it purſues by 
ſharp Reproaches, vebement and bitter Inverues, or 
by a Courtly, but not leſs cutting Raillery. The Odes 
of the Lyric Poet were chiefly deſign d for\ytbe Praiſes 
of their Gods, their Heroes and extraordinary Per- 
ſons, to draw Men to an Admiration and Imitation of 
them. 

But above all other kinds, Epick Poetry, as it 
is firſt in Dignity, ſo it moſtly conduces to this End, 
In 
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In an Epick Poem , where Chara@ers of the firſt 
Rank and Dignity , Illuſtriozs for their Birth or 
bigh Employment are introducd , the Favle , the 
Attion, the particular Epiſodes are fo comriv'd aid 
condufed, or at leaſt ought to be, that either Fortitude, 
Wiſdom, Piety, Moderation, Generoſity, ſome or other 
Noble and Princely Virtues ſhail be recommended with 
the higheſt Advantage, and their contrary Vices made 


— 


as odious. To give Men right and juſt Conceptions of 


Religion and Virtue, to aid tveir Reaſon mn reſtrain- 
ing their Exorbitant Appetites and Impetuozs Paſfons, 
and to bring their Lives under the [Rules and Cui- 
dance of true //iſdom, and thereby to promote the pub- 
lick Good of Mankind, is undoubtedly the End of all 
Poetry. | 

'1 is true indeed, that one End of Poetry is to give 
Men Pleaſure and Delight ; but this is but a ſubordi- 
nate, ſubaltern End, which is it ſelf a Means to the 
oreater,, and ultimate one before mentiond. A Poet 
ſhould imploy all bis Fudgment and Wit, exhauſt all 
the Riches of his Fancy, and abound in Beautiful and 
Noble Expreſſion, to divert and entertain others ; but 
then it muſt be with this ProſpetF, that he may hereby 
engage their Attention, inſzmtate more eaſily into their 
Minds, and more effeffually convey to them wiſe In- 
ftrutions. Tis below the Dignity of a true Poet to 


take bis Aim at any inferiour End. Þ hey are Men of 


little Genins, of mean and poor Deſrgn, that imploy their 
Wit for no higher Purpoſe, than to pleaſe tbe [magination 
of vain ana wanton People. 

I think theſe Poets, if they muſt be called ſo, whoſe 
Wit as they manage it, is altogether unuſeful are juſtly 
reproach d ; but 1 am ſure thoſe others are highly to be 
condemned, who uſe all their Wit in Oppolition to 

A Re- 
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Religion, and to the Deſtruction of Virtue and good 
Manners in the World. T bere have been in all Ages 
ſuch ill Men that bave perverted the right Cje of 
Poetry, but never ſo many, or ſo bold or milchievous, 
as in ours. Our Poets ſeem engag d in a general Con- 
tederacy ts ruin the End of their own rt, to ex- 
| poſe Religion and Virtue, and bring Vice and Cor- 
 ruption of Manners into Eſteem and Reputation. 
The Poets that write for the Stage, ( at leaſt a great 
part of 'em _) ſeem deeply concern'd in this Con- 
ſpiracy. T heſe are the Champions that charge Re- 
ligion with ſuch deſperate Reſolution, and bave gruen 
it ſo many deep and ghaſtly Wounds. T he Stage was 
an Outwork or Fort raisd for the Protettion and Se- 
curity of the Temple ; but the Poets that kept it , 
have revolted, and baſely betrayd it, and what is 
worſe, have turd all their Force, and diſcharg d all 
their Artillery againſt the Place their Duty was to de- 
fend. If any Man thinks this an unjuſt Charge, 1 de- 
fire bim to read any of our modern Comedies, and I be- 
lieve be will ſoon be convincd of the Truth of what 
I have ſaid. 

| The Man of Senſe, and the Fine Gentleman in the 
Comedy,. who as the chiefeſt Perſon propos d to the 
Eſteem and Imitation of the Audience, is enrichd with 
all the Senſe and Wit the Poet can beſtow ; this Ex- 
traordinary Perſon you will find to be a Derider of 
Religion, a great Admirer of Lucretius, not ſo nuch 
or his Learning, as his Irreligion, a Perſon wholly 
{dle, difſokud in Luxury, abandond to bis Pleaſures, 
a great Debaucher of Women, profuſe and extravagant 
in bis Expences ; and in ſhort, this Fniſh'd Gentle- 
man wil appear a Finiſh'd Libertine. 


T be 


The PAEFACE 
The Youkg Lady that muſt ſupport the Character 


of 4 Virtuous, W ell-mannerd Senfible Woman, the 
molt perſect Creature that can be, and the very Flower 
of ber Sex, this Accomplithd Perſon entertains the 
Audience with confident Diſcourſes, immodeſt Repar- 
tees, and prophane Raillery. She is throughly inſtrufted 
in Intreagues and Aſſignations, a great Scoffer at 
the prudent Reſervedneſs and Modeſty of the beſt of 
ber Sex, She deſpiſes the wiſe Inſtruftions of her Pa- 
rents or Guardians, is diſobedient to their Authority, 
and at laſt, without their Knowledge or Conteut, 
marries her ſelf to the Fine Gentleman abovementioned. 
And can any one imagine, but that our Toung Ladies 
and Gentlemen are admirably inſtrufed by ſuch Pat- 
rerns of Senſe and Virtue © 1f a Clergy-man be intro- 
duc d, as be often is, 'tis ſeldom for any other purpoſe, 
but to abuſe him, to expoſe his very Character and 
Profeſſion : He muſt be a Pimp, a Blockhead, a Hy- 
pocrite ; ſome wretched Figure he muſt make, and 
almoſt ever be ſo manag'd, as to bring his very Order 
into Contempt. T his indeed is a very common, but 


| Jet ſo groſs an Abuſe of Wit, as was never endur'd 


on 4 Pagan T heater, at leaſt in the ancient, primitive 
Times of Poetry, before its Purity and Simplicity 
became corrupted with the Inventions of after Ages. 
Poets then taught Men to reverence their Gods, and 
thoſe who ſerud them. None had ſo little Regard for 
his Religion, as to expoſe it publickly, or if any had, 


| their Governments were to00 wiſe to ſuffer the Wor- 


ſhip of their Gods to be treated on the Stage with 


| Contempt. 


[nu our Comedies the Wives of Citizens are 


| bighly encouragd to deſpiſe their Husbands, and to 
| make great Friendſhip with ſome ſuch Vertaous Gen- 


tleman 
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tleman and Man of Senſe as is above deſcrib'd. 
This is their Way of recommending Chaſtity and Fi- 
delity. And that Diligence and Frugality may be 
ſufficiently exposd, tho' the 1wo Virtues that chiefly 
ſupport the Being of any State, 10 deter Men from 
being Induſtrious and Wealthy , the Diligene , 
Thriving Citizen 75 made the moſt I retched, Con- 
temptible T hing in the World : And as the Alderman 
that makes the beſt Figure in the City, makes the 
worſt on the Stage, ſo under the Charatter of a Ju- 
ſtice of Peace, you have all the Prudence and V ir- 
tues of the Country moſt unmercifully inſulted 
over. 

And as theſe Charadters are ſet up on purpoſe to 
ruiu all Opinion and Eſteem of Virtue, jo the Con- 
du throughout , the Language, the Fable and 
Contrivance ſeem evidently deſognd for 1be ſame 
Noble End. 7 here are few Fine Conceipts, few 
Strains of Wit, or extraordinary Fieces of Kaillery, 
but are either uimmodeſt or irreligious, ard very few 
Scenes but have ſome ſpitctul and envious Stroke at 
Sobriety and Good Manners, whence the Tenth of the 
Nation have apparently receivd very bad Impreſſions. 
The univerlal Corruption of Manners and irreligions 
Diſpoſation of Mind that infetts the Kingdom, ſeems 
to bave been in a great Meaſure derivd from the 
Stage , or has at leaf} been highly promoted by it. 
And tis great Pitty that thoſe in whoſe Power it is, 
have not yet refiraind the Licentiouinels of it, and 
obligd the Writers to obſerve more Decorum. 
It were to be wiſhd that Poets, as Preachers are in 
ſome Conntries, were paid and licensd by the State, 
and that none were ſufferd to write in Prejudice 0 


Religion and the Government, but that all ſuch Of- 
fenders, 
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| fenders, as publick Enenues of Mankind ſhould be 


ſalencd and duly puniſhd. Sure ſome Effetual Care 
ſhould be taken that theſe Men might uot be ſuffer d by 


Debauching our Touth, tc help on the Deſtruction of 


a brave Nation. | 

Some of theſe Poets, to excuſe their Guilt, alledze 
for themſelves , that the Degeneracy of the Age 
makes their leud way of Vrriting neceſſary ; they pre- 
tend the Auditors will not be pleas d, unleſs they are 
thus entertain'd from the Stage ; and to pleaſe they ſay 
it the chief buſineſs of the Poet. But this is by 


means a juſt Apology ; tis not true, as was ſaid before, 


that the Poet's chief buſmeſs is to pleaſe. His chief » 


buſineſs is to inſtru, to make Mankind Wiſer and 
Better ; and in order to this, his Care ſhould be to 
pleaſe and entertain the Audience with all the Wit and 
Art be is Maſter of. Ariſtotle and Horace, and all 
their Criticks and Commentators, all Men of Wit 
and Senſe agree, that this is the End of Poetry, But 
they ſay tis their Profeſſion to Write for the Stage ; 
and that Poets muſt ſtarve if they will not in this way 
bumour the Audience. T he I heater will be as un- 
frequented, as the Churches, and the Poet and the 
Parſon equally neglefed. Let the Poet then abandon 
his Profeſſion, and take up ſome honeſt, lawful Calling, 
where joyning Induſtry to his great /Vit, he may ſoon 
get above the Complaints of Poverty, ſo common among 
theſe ingenious Men, and lye under no neceſſity of pro- 


ftatuting his Wit to any ſuch vile Purpoſes as are bere 


cenſur d, T his will be a courſe of Life more Profita- 


ble and Honourable to himſelf, and more ulctal to others. 


And there are among theſe W riters ſome, who think 
they might have riſen to the higheſt Dignities in other 
Profeſſions, had they imployd their Wit in thoſe Ways. 

| a 'Tis 
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Tis a mighty Diibonens and Reproxch to any M Itt, 
that is capable of being uſeful to the World in any Li- 
beral and Virtuous Profeſſion, to laviſh out bis Lite 
and Wit #m propagating Vice and Corruption of 
Manners, and in battering from the Stage the ſtrongeſt 
Entrenchments and beſt Works of Religion and V ir- 
tue. Whoever makes this his Choice, when the other 
was in bis Power, may he go off the Stage unpityd, 
complaining of Negle& and Poverty, the juſt Puniſh- 
ments of bis Irreligion and Folly. 

T is no diſhonour to be a true Poet, if inaeed a Man 
be one ; that is, a noble Genius well cultivated, and 
employd in Writing in ſuch a way, as reaohes the End 
of his Art, and by diſcouraging Vice, promotes the 
Good of Mankind. But 'tis a mighty Diſhonour and 
Shame, to employ excellent Faculties and abundance of 
Wit, to bumour and pleaſe Men in their Vices and 
Follies. Such a one is more hateful, as an ill Man, 
than valuable, as a good Poet. T7 be great Enemy of 
Mankind, notwithſtanding his W it and Angelick Fa- 
culties, 7s the moſt odious Being of the whole Creation. 

Nor #s this Abuſe confind to the Stage, the ſame 
Strain runs thro” the other kinds of Poetry. What mon- 
ſirous lend and irreligious Books of Poems, as they are 
call'd, have been of late days publiſh'd, Fog what is 
the greater wonder, receiUd in a Civilis'd and Chri- 
 ftian Kingdom, with Applauſe and R eputation? 7 he 
ſweetneſs of the Wit, makes the Poilon go down with 
Pleaſure, and the Contagion ſpreads without Oppoſtion. 
Toung Gentlemen and Ladies are generally pleas d and 


diverted with Poetry, more than by any other way of 


Writing ; but there are few Poems they can fix on, but 
they are like to pay too dear for their Entertainment. 
T heir Fancies are like to be fill d with impure Ideas, 
and 
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and their Minds engag d in hurtful Paſſions, which are 
the more laſting, by being convey din lively Expreſſions, 
and all the Addreſs of an artful Poet. 

For this End among others, I undertook the writing 
of this Poem, hoping 1 might be able to pleaſe and enter- 
tain, not only without hurting the Reader, but to his 
advantage. I was willing to make one Eftort towards 
the reſcuing the Mules ont of the hands of theſe Ra- 
viſhers, to reſtore them to their ſweet and chaſt Manſs- 
ons, and to engage them in an Employment ſuitable to 
their Dignity. If I ſucceed not my ſelf in this good 
Deſign, I hope at leaſt I ſhall awaken the Courage and 
Compaſſo/of ſome other brave Adventurers, that may 
more happily attempt this bonorable Work. 

To write an Epick Poem is a work of that Difficul- 
ty, that no one for near ſeventeen bundred years paſt 
has ſucceeded in it ; and only thoſe two great Wits 
Homer and Virgil before. T hat the modern Poets 
have been ſo unſucceſsful, has not, 1 imagin, proceeded 


— —" IP. 


| ſo much from want of Genius, as from their [gnorance 


of the Rules of writing ſuch a Poem; or at leaſt, from 
their want of attending 10 them. T ho Ariſtotle's ex- 
cellent Rules of Poetry were early publiſhd, and ſoon 
after illuſtrated by the Comments of ſeveral Cri 
ticks, yet we do not find that our modern W riters 


| were very careful to obſerve them. And indeed, as our 


modern Poets ſeem not to have attended to thoſe incompa- 


rable Rules, ſo neither have they carefully conſider d the 
great Models that Homer and Virgil left them. Some 


' Readers that are not vers din this matter, imagin every 


thing written in Heroick Verle, is an Heroick Poem 
but theſe have not conſider d the Nature of ſuch a 


\ Work, nor lookd into the Criticks, who have written 


on 
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on this Subje, I ſhall therefore give the Definition 
of an Epick or Heroick Poem, that thoſe that have it 
not already, may now have a true Idea of its Nature. 

An Epick Poem is a feignd or devisd Story of an 
Illuftrious Adtion, related in Verſe, in an Allegori- 
cal, Probable, Delightful and Admirable manner, to 
cultrvate the Mind with Inſtrutfions of Virtue. 'Tis 
a feignd or devisd Diſcourſe ; that is, a Fable ; and 
ſo it agrees with Tragedy and Comedy. The word 
Fable at firſt ſrgnified indifferently a true or falſe Story, 
therefore Cicero for diſtin&ion, uſes Fiias Fabulas in 
kss Book de Finibus. But afterwards Cuſtom obtain'd 
to uſe the word always for a feignd Diſcourſe. And 
in the firſt Ages, eſpecially in the Eaſtern World, great 
uſe was made by Learned and Wiſe Men of theſe 
 feign'd Diſcourles, Fables or Apologues, to teach the 
ruder and more unpoliſhd Part of Mankind. T heo- 
logians, Philoſophers, and great Law-givers, every 
where fell into this way of inſtrutting and cultivating 
the People in the Knowledge of Religion, Natural 
Philoſophy, and Moral and Political Virtues, So T hales, 
Orpheus, Solon, Homer, and the reſt of the great 
Men in thoſe Ages have done, and the famous Philoſo- 
pher Socrates is by ſome affirmd to be the Author of 
many of the Fables that paſs under op s name. Moſt 
of them made their Fables in Verſe, that by the addi- 
tion of Harmony and Numbers they might the better 
attain their End. Strabo and Plutarch greatly com- 
mend this way of teaching the People ; and theſe Rea- 
ſons may be pruen for the uſefulneſs of it. Naked 
Philoſophical Precepts and Do@rines are of themſelves 
harſh and dry, hardly attended to, aid ungratetully 
entertaind. If the Hearers are rude and courſe, or i 
very vicious, there 7s uo hope of gaining them by 4 
grave 
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grave and folemn Diſcourſe of Virtue, and even the 
better and more ctvilig'd Auditors are hardly kept at- 
tentive to it. Man is naturally a lover of Pleaſure, 
and if you would do him Good, it mult be, by pleaſing 
him; you muſt give bim Delight, and keep bis Mind 
in a conſtant agreeable Agitation, elſe he will not at- 
tend to the moſt uſeful Counſel and Inſtruction. He is 
pleas d already with the Notions and Habitudes, how- 
ſoever falle or vicious, that have the prefent Poſſeſſion 
of him, and you muſt give him a great deal of Pleature 
and Entertainment to engage him to hear you, when 
you would perſwade him to the trouble, of becoming 


Wiſer and Better. Now the firſs Wiſe Men that 


nidertook to civilize and poliſh the barbarous World, 


found this way of Fables eſpecially in Verſe, to be migh- 


ty Acceptable to the People : The Contrivance gave 
them Delight, and the Novelty rais'd their Admirati- 
on. T hey could learn them perfely, and repeat them 
often, by which means the tuſiruftions of Virtue co- 
wvertly containd in them, were inculcated on their 
Minas. 

And we find, that many Ages after Orpheus, So- 
lon, Homer, &-c. the Divine Law-giver of the 
Chriſtians thought fit to teach the People by Apologues, 
Parables or Fables, under which' be cover'd and dif- 
gnis d bis Heavenly Inſtrutions. 

The Aion muſt be I|luſtrious and Important ; 1/- 
lInſtrious in reſpe& of the Perſon, who is the Author of 
it, who is always ſome Valiant, or Wife, or Pious 
Prince or great Commander : Þut let his Charaftep be . 
what it will in other reſpeiFs ( for there is no Neceſ- 
frty the Hero ſhould be 2 good or a wiſe Perſon ) tis 
always neceſſary he ſhould have Courage ; which ſar 
zle Quality is ſufficient to make the Hlero- And the 

hþ Aion 
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Aion muſt be important, both in reſpe# of its Ob- 
je& and its End. Tis the Aion of ſome great Per- 
ſon, about ſome noble and weighty Afﬀair. Tis true, 
there are many other Perſons concern'd, but 'tis the 
Attion of the chict Perſon that gives the Being and 
Denomination to the Poem. 1 his Adion muſt be 
but one ; when it ceaſes, the Poem is ended ;- and if it 
be revivd, and taken up again, "tis a new Poem be- 


 gins. Atftion is Motion ; and if it ceaſes cannot be 


revivd, ſo as to be numerically the ſame. T here are 
indeed many other Afions beſides the Principal one, 
but they all depend on, and have relation to that which 
is Principal, with the Unity of which, the Unity of 
the Poem ſtands or falls. If this principal Aion be 
broken, the Poem is broken 100, if there be any other 
Afion coordinate and independent on this, the Poem 
ts monſtrous, and has as many Heads, as there are 
found independent A&ions. T he Narration therefore 
of many Aftions ſucceſſrvely of one great Perſon, or the 
Hiſtory of his Life related in Verſe, is by no means an 
Heroick Poem, any one great Afton being ſufficient 


_ for that. T bat which makes the Unity of the Aion, is 


the regular Succeſſion of one Part or Epilode to another, 
not only as Antecedents and Conlequents, but as it were 
Caules and Effe&ts, wherein the Reader may diſcern that 
the former E-pilode makes the following neceſſary, and 
the Connection between themis ſuch, that they a(liſt and 
ſupport each other, as the Members of the Body do, no 
Epiſode being out of its place, of adiſproportion'd ſe 
to the Reſt, or that could be ſpar d from its place, with- 
out maiming, or at leaſt detorming the hole. If this 
order of the Epiſodes be preſerud, and there appears none 
but what naturally and probably reſults from the prin- 
cipal Ation, then the Action may be lookd on as one. 


T he 


ner ; and this Rule is T obſeru'd, when as Divines 
ſpeak ; there is both a Literal Senſe obvious to every 
Reader, and that gives him ſatisfation enough if be 
ſees no farther ; and beſides another Myſtical or Ty- 
pical Senſe, not hard to be diſcoverd by thoſe Readers 
that penetrate the matter deeper. Virgil ſeems moſt 
happy in this Conduf#, whoſe Poem all along contains 
this double Senſe , Homer has often only an Allegoriz-._ 
cal Senſe without the Literal, and therefore is not ſo 
well accommodated to this Age, as be was not to that of 
Auguſtus. But Arioſto and Spencer , however 
oreat W its, not obſerving this judicious Condutt of 
Virgil, nor attending to any ſober Rules, are hurried on 
with a boundleſs, impetuous Fancy over Hill and 
Dale, till they are both loft in a Wood of Allegories. 
Allegories ſo wild, unnatural, and extravagant , as 
greatly diſpleaſe the Reader, T his way of writing 
mightily offends in this Age ; and 'tis a wonder how 
| it came to pleaſe in any. T here is indeed a way of 
writing purely Allegorical, as when V ices and V ir- 
| tues are mtroducd as Perſons; the firſt as Furies, the 
other as Divine Perſons or Goddeſles, which ſtill 
| obtains, and is well enough accommodated to the pre- 
; ſent Age. For the Allegory is preſently diſcern, 
| and the Reader is by no means impos d on, but ſees it 
1 immediately to be an Allegory, and is both delighted 
0 and inſtrufted with it. T he devis d Story muſt be Ye- 
e lated in a probable manner ; without this all things 
- Þ will be harſh, unnatural, and monſtrous ; and con- 
js | ſequently moſt odious and offenſive to the Fudiciows. 
| Probability muſt be in the AQtion, the Condud, the 
| Manners ; and where humane means cannot, Machines 


. , . . . $ 
are intreduc d to ſupport it. Nothing is more neceſſary 
then 
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then Probability ; no Rule more chaſily to be obſer 4. 
An Epick Poem muſt likewiſe be delighttul and ad- 
mirable ; and to make it ſo, muſt concur ſublime 
7 boughts, clear andwoble Expreſſion, Purity of Lan- 
guage, a juſt and due Proportion, Relation, ana De- 
pendance between the Parts, and a beautiful and regu- 
lar Strufure and Conneion diſcernable in the W hole. 
Without theſe it will not be capable of giving De- 
light, or raiſng Admiration. Admiration 7s the 
Formal Obje& of an Epick Poem, nothing is to be 
admitted there, but as it is admirable ; and by this it 
is diſcriminated from all other ſorts of Poetry. Every 
kind endeavours to pleaſe and delight, but this only 
attempts to pleaſe by aſtoniſhing and amazing the 
Reader. In an Epick Poem every thing ſhould appear 
reat and wonderful, the T houghts cannot be too much 
Elevated, the Epiſodes too Noble, the Expreſſion too 
Magnificent, nor the A&ion too Wonderful and 
Surpriſing, if Probability be preſeru'd. No Riches of 
Fancy, no Pomp of Eloquence can be laid out too much 
on ſuch a Work where the Delign is throughout to 
raiſe our Admiration. T o render the Aion the more 
Admirable, Homer and Virgil have mtroduc'd the 
Gods, and engag d them every where as Parties ; and 
tho' I cannot ſay this is Eſſential and Neceſſary to 
an Epick Poem, yet tis evident, that intereſting Hea- 
ven and Hell in the matter, does mightily raiſe the 
 Subjet, and makes the Aion appear more wonderful. 
The Pagan Poets had in this a great advantage, their 
Theology was ſuch, as would eaſily mix it ſelf with 
their Poems, from whence they receiv d their preateſi 
Beauties. Homer indeed to raiſe his Subjef by his 
frequent Machines, ſeems to have debasd bis Religi- 


on. Vurgll's CondufF, in my Opinion, is more care- 
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fil and chaſt. Þut ſome of our modern Ciiticks have 
believ'd tis ſcarce poſſible for a Chriſtian Poet to make 
uſe of this advantage , of introducing, Superiour, In- 
viſible Powers into the Attion, and therefore ſeem to 
deſpair of ſeeing an Heroick Poem written now, that 
ſhall reach to the Dignity of thoſe of the Pagans. They 
think the Chriftian Religion 7s not ſo well accommo- 
dated to this matter, as the Pagan was ; and that if any 
Attempt be made this way, Religion will \uffer more, 
than the Poem will gain by it. Ny Opinion bas al. 
ways differ d from theſe Gentlemen's, I believe aChri- 
ſtian Poet has as great advantages as the Pagan had ; 
and that our T heology may enter into an Epick Poem, 
and raile the Subje&t without being it ſelf debas'd. And 
this indeed was a ſecond Reaſon why 1 undertook this 
Work, ſo full of Diftcalty and Hazard. I was willing 
fo give an Inſtance wherein it might appear, that the 
Aſſertion I bave advanc'd, is aQually true. 
In the Definition which I have given of an Heroic 

Poem, according to the Senſe and fudgment of the belt 


Criticks, 1 have ſaid, its End is to convey ſome In- 


— 


ftruttion of Virtue. But of this, 1 have diſcours'd at 


large at the beginning of this Pretace, 'and there is no 
need of repeating 1t. 

Tis not for me to proceed to Cenſure other Mens 
Performances of this Kind ; whoever wall be at the 
Pains to read the Commentators on Ariſtotle, and Ho- 
race's Rules of Poetry ; or that will but carefully con- 


ſider Rapin, Dacier, and Boſlu, thoſe great Maſters 


among the French, and the Fudicious Remarks of our 
own excellent Critick Mr. R ymer, who ſeems to 
have better conſzder d theſe matters, and to bave ſeen 


farther into them, than any of the Engliſh Nation ; 


will be ſoon able to ſee wherein the Heroick, Poems that 
c have 
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have been publiſh'd ſince Virgil by the Italian, French, 
and F.nglith W its have been defetiive, by comparing 
them with the Rules of Writing {ct down by thoſe 
oreat Maſters. Whether I have ſucceeded better, muſt 
be left to the determination of the Fudicious Reader. 

In this Work I have endeavour d moſtly to form my 
ſelf on Virgil's Model, which 1 lock on, as the moſt 
juſt- and perte&t, and which is moſt eaſily accommodated 
to the preſent Age, ſuppoſing the Chrittian Religion 
in the place of the Pagan. 1 do not make any Apo- 
logy for my Imitation ot Virgil in ſo many places of 
this Poem ; for the ſame great Maſter has imitated 


Homer as frequently and cloſely; aud I do not fing that 


any of his Criticks have condemn d hint for his doing ſo. 


Nor #« it at all improbable, but that the Greek Poct 
himſelf imitated his Predeceſſors of the ſame Nation, tho 


no doubt he wonderfully improv/d their Model. Homer, 


| Thelieve, was not the firſt VYriter of an Epick Poem. 


We find Ariſtotle in his Boak, of the Art of Poetry 
makes mention of ſeveral, I ſuppoſe, before him : He 
tells us of an Epick Poem, intituled, 'T he Little Ilias, 
and another the Cyprica ; and cenſures them both, as 
containiig many pertet, diſtin, and independent 
Afions. T be laſt of theſe Poems is likewiſe mention'd 
by Herodotus in Euterpe, by Athenzus and Paulſa- 
nias. And 'tis likely many more ſuch Poems were writ- 
ten befere Homer's time, who might be well ſuppos'd 
to bave imitated them in what they had done well, as 
well as to have improud them in avoiding many of 
their Errors, 

}/bat Homer and V irgjl have pertorm'd with Ho- 
nour and univerſa! Applauſe, have attempted : What 
they have been able, 1 have been willing to do. If 1 
have not ſucceeded, my diſappointment will be the leſs, 

in 
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in that Poetry has been ſo far from being my Bulinels 
and Profeſſion, that it has imployd but a ſmall part of 
my T ime ; and then, but as my Recreation, and the 
Entertainment of my idle hours. 1f this Attempt 
ſucceeds ſo far, as to excite ſome other Perſon that has 
a noble Genius, Leiſure, and Application, to Honour 
bis Country with a juſt Epick Poem, I ſhall think the 
Vacancies and Intervals that for about two years paſt, 
I bave had from the Buſinels of my Profeſſion; which 
notwithſtanding was then greater then at any time be- 


fore, have been very well imploy'd. 
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Sing the Briton, and his Righteous Arms, 
Who bred to Suff rings, and the rude Alarms 
Of bloody War, forſook his Native Soil, 
And Jong ſuſtaind a vaſt Heroick Toll, 
Till kinder Fate invited his Return, 
To bleſs the jfle, that did his Abſence mourn : 
To re-enthrone fair Liberty, and break 
The Saxon Yoke, that gall d Br:tanma's Neck. 


Tell, facred Muſe, what madeth' Infernal King 
Uſe all his Arts, and all his Forces bring 
The gen rous Britons Triumphs to oppoſe, 
Afict his Friends, and aid his cruel Foes. 
Tell, why the angry Pow rs below, combine 
T oppreſs a valiant Prince,and thwart his brave Deſ1gn- 


Ambirious Lucifer, depos d of late 
From Bliſs Divine, and high Angelick State, 
Sinks to the dark, unbotromd Deep of Hell, 
Where Sin, and Death, and endleſs Sorrow dwell : 
Here plung'd in Flame, and torturd wich Deſpair 
He plots Revenge, and meditates new War. 
His Thoughts on deep Defigns th' Apoſtate ſpent, 
When this ConjunCture favour d his Intent. 
A ſpacious, dusky Plain lay waſt and void, 


: 


And yields his Empire to a mightier Pow. 
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To faſhion Elements, or ſtrike out Light ; 

The ſilent, loneſome Walks of ancient Night. 

Inth Archives kept in Heavns bright Towers, was found, 
A ſacred old Decree, wherein the Ground 

Was ſer diſtinEtly out, from Ages paſt, 

For a new World, on this unbounded Walt. 

Here did th” Artificer Divine of late, 


'The World ſo long before markt out, create. 


And gave it tothe Man he newly made, 

Where all things him, as he did Heavn, obeyd. 
In Edex's Walks he made his bleſt Abode, 

All full of Joy, of Glory, full of Ged. 

Nature with vaſt Profuſion on him pours, 
Unmeaſur'd Bliſs, from unexhauſted Stores. 


Th' Apoſtate raging at his own Defeat, 
And envying this new Prince his happy Seat ; 
Labours to win him to his Side, to bear 
Arms againſt Heav'n, and wage Confed'rate War. 
Nor did his Arts in vain weak Man afſlail, 
His falſe Seraphick Tongue, and Charms prevail. 
Deluded Man from his high Station fel] 
Deſerting Heavn, to ſerve the Cauſe of Hell. 
This fatal Conqueſt oer falln Adam gaind, 
A mighty Empire Lucifer maintaind ; 
Till che bleſt Prince of Peace, Heavns Lordand Heir, 
By Pity's Tears, and charming Mercy s Prayer 
Drawn down from Heav'n, freed loſt Mankind, and broke 
The Pow r of Hell, and Sin's Tyrannick Yoke. 
He makes Proud Lucifer his Hoſt disband, 
And wreſts the Scepter from th' Uſurper's Hand. 
The Pnince of Darkneſs owns the Conquerour, 
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From Idols and their Prieſts the Nations freed, 
Celeſtial Light, and Truth divine ſucceed. _ 
Religion large Dominions ſoon obtain'd, 

And daily Conquelts, and freſh Laurels gain'd. 
To Alb:or's Shore ſhe early paſsd the Main, 
And brought along her bright Echerial Train : 
From thence ſhe chasd Infernal Shades away, 
Andover the Itle, diftusd a Heav'nly Day. 
The Prince of Hell at her Appearance flies, 
Spoil'd of his Altars, and his Votaries. 
Confin'd to Barb rous Northern Lands he ſtaid, 
Till che fierce Saxon, Albzon did invade. 
Victorious O#a who his Shrines ador'd, 
Rebuilt his Alcars, and his Groves reſtor'd. 
Long abdicated Gods make 4/b:on mourn, 

At theirs, and their devouring Prieſts Return. 
Th Arch-Traytor's Rage hence againſt Arthur roſe, 
And all ch' infernal Pow'rs his Arms oppoſe : 
Conſcious ſhould he his glorious End acquire, 
And force th intruding Pagan to retire, 

Thcirs, with the Saxon Empire mult expire. 
They muſt again forſake fair 4/b:on's Land, 

And leave Divine Religion to Command. 


Scarce had they lefc the happy Neuſtrian Coaſt, 
Born with a Proſperous Gale, ſcarce had they loſt 
The Tops of Spires, and riſing Points of Land, 
When Lucefer, that did obſerving ſtand 
On che high Southern Promontory's Head, 

Of Vefza's Ifle, the Seas beneath him ſpread; 
With ſharp Angelick Ken, views far and wide, 
And ſoon Prince Arthur s hateful Fleet deſcry'd. 
The Heav'ns ſerenely ſmil'd, and every Sail 
Fill'd its wide Boſom, with th' indulgent Gale. 


B2 Mercy 


Book I. Prince Arthur. Z 2 


A Ins, Oy"; EPI : 
2 EF ———  — ; 
—— ns SL) © GP 
OW LES & abut We 4 


hy "A .. s 
yz =" ATTIC \ 
A at 5 73s - - 
hs - _— 7 4 
« Wort. BAT EIT: 


©. 2s. .< 
"_ 


wo oo” Zi. MESERLENE NE Ca v2” 


- 
_ ph 
oe of a Fe 
IRS Tre x 


4b y- "£7 
* —__— A hens: ; 
LEGS OSS. - 
AL 1. thee 


p—_—_— 
wa DS EE: z 


= ld OS __— 
Py 


_ p_ 02> <—_— —ow— 
_ y- . 


"EVE nn 2s DD wu 2 
Iz Om NO OTE Low «BE CER HS > 
p< x IN - 


Book L 


—_ —-  — —O— OD —————<——————— 


1] © Prince Arthur. 


—— 


Mercy, Dcliverance, Pity, Hope di{plaid 
Their Silver Wings, and glad attendance paid, 
Sung on the Shrowds, or with the Streamers plaid. ( 
H Rage flaſhd, like Lightning, from ch' Apoſtate's Eyes 
i And Envy ſwell'd him to the vaſteſt Size. 

fig Then thus he co himſelf. 

| Was not to me in the famd Wars of Heav'n, 

The chief Command of all the Forces givn, 

Sent by Confederate Potrentates ro wage 

Unheard of War, and all Heavn's Pow r engage 2 
When I, to end with Honour the Campaign, 

Drew my bright Troops out on the Etherial Plain ; 
And puſh'd on that great, laſt deciſive Day, 

With God-like Vigour, for th' Imperial Sway. 

In Luſture chief, in Danger and Command, 

Did I proud Michael.s Veteran Troops withſtand. 
Michael, than whoma Braver Combitant, 

For Skill and Strength the Foe could never vaunt. 
Gainſt freſh Battalions ſtill pourd on I ftood, 
Smeer d with Celeſtial Duſt, and Seraphs Blocd. 
Had not our Mould been Xther, Pure and Fine, 
Labourd with Care, anneel'd with Skill divine; 

The Blows of mighty Cherubs Death had cloy'd, 

4 Unpeopl'd Heav'n, and the bright Race deſtroy d. 

'| With Mechacl pain'd with ghaſtly Wounds, at length 

| closd, and graſpd lum with Immortal Strength; 
And down Heavn's Precipice, had headlong hurl d 
The great Arch-Angel, toth Infernal World, 

1; Had not ſwift Urzel trembling at the Sight, 

| T hat fill'd all Heav'a, with Horrour and dire Fright, 
if Ruſhd in, to fave him from unequal Fight. ( 
4 Their ſtaggring Army ſhrunk, and we had won 

' The Throne we fought for, But th' Almighty's Son 


Brought 
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Brought ttrong Recruits, to reinforce their Hoſt, 
And win back what their general Michael loſt. 
Tho overmatcht, did I not firmly ſtand, 
The chiefeſt Mark of his Revenging Hand 2 
Did I from Poſts of greateſt Danger run, 
Or once his bright Triumphal Chariot ſhun ? 
Did I once ſhrink, when ſhowers of poiſon dParty, 
Dipt in Eternal Wrath, ſhot thro' our Hearts 2 
When maſſy Rocks of Heav'nly Cryſtal flew, 
Which the ſtrong Arms of mighty Seraphs threw 2 
D1d I not run and timely Help afford, 
Where Storms of Fire, and loudeſt Thunder roar'd ? 
'Tis true, oer-born with Force, at laſt I fel], 
But got immortal Fame, tho' with it Hell. 
Scarce was I vanquiſhd and oerthrown but late 
By Power Almighty, and Eternal Fate. 
Since that chief Lord, and Prince of Hell I've reign'd 
And from the Foe, his new-made World have gain'd' 
And long maintain'd the Conqueſts Thad won; 
Now much loſt back to his Almighty Son. 
Bur faithful O#a has once more reſtor*d 
This happy Ifle co me its ancient Lord. 
Have I been thus for great Atchievements fam'd, 
My Deeds throughout all Heav'n and Hell proclaim ; 
And ſhall this Britiſh, deſpicable Wight, 
Me and my Prieſts, force to a ſecond Flight 2 
Rifle my Temples, and in Triumph bear, 
Thro' ſhouting Throngs, the Spoils high in the Air * 
Who then to me will Hymnsof Praiſe return, 
Who on my Altars Odorous Incenſe burn 2 
If I chaſtiſe not this vain Britox's Pride, 
That does inſulting on the Ocean ride. 
IfT ſecurenot my new conquer'd Seat, 
Andall his wild, ambitious Arms defeat. 
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This having ſaid, to Heav n he mounts upright, 

| Andto the Northern Pole directs his Flight. 

All fird with Rage; and full of anxious Care, 

With his {wift Wings, he cutsthe yielding Air. 

As when the Sun pours from his Orb of Light, 

A glorious Deluge, on the Face of Night. 

His golden Rays ſhot from the Roſy Eaſt, 
ji Reach ina Moment, the remoteſt V Veſt; 
| And ſmiling cn the Mountains Heads are ſeen, 
a Th' immenſe Expanſion paſt, that lies between. 
The Prince of Darkneſs now, once Prince of Light, 
With equall Swiftneſs takes his Airy Flight, 
And the vaſt interval of Seas, and Iles, 
Wild Defarrs, ſpacious Forreſts, ſnowy Hills, 
Paſt in a Moment, does on Fiel Light, 
Of Lapland Alpes, chief for amazing Height. 
Where Thor reſides, who heretofore by Lot 
The Sovereign Rule ver Winds and Tempeſis got. 
Here in ſtrong Priſons bound with heavy Chains, } 
His howling, ſavage Subjects he reſtrains, 
And 1n Eternal Din, and Uproar reigns. c 


jn cloſe Apartments round his Defart Court, 
Fierce Pris'ners are confin'd of different fort. 
4; Here boundleſs Stores, and Treaſures Infinite | 
'K Of Vapours, Steams, and Exhalations, fic 
In Subterranean Magazins remain. | 


Here new fledg'd Winds, young yelping Monſters try | 
Their Wings, and ſporting round their Priſons fly. i 
Here whiſtling Eaſt-w1ads prove their ſhriller Notes; 

4 Here the hoarſe South-winds, ſtrain their hollow T hroars. 
Boreas the fierceſt and moſt turbulenc, 


Of the mad Race, . raves In his Dungeon pent, 
1a 
\ At 


| 1 engender Winds, or Snow, or Hail, or Rain, ; 
f 
| 
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At th Adamancine Door vaſt Hills are thrown, 
And abrupt Rocks of Ice, pild ſevenfold on. 
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Capricious Whirlwinds, of more Force than Sound, 


In everlaſting Eddys turning round, 
Grow Giddy, Furious and Extravagant, 


And ſtrive to break from their cloſe Den's reſtraint; 


When Thor unlocks their Priſons, out they fly, 
A lawleſs Rout, and with their Helliſh Cry 
Out-howl the hideous Monſters of the Seas, 
Or ſavage Roarings of the Wilderneſs. 


Some range the Flats, and ſcour the Champain Land, 


Or roll in tott'ring heaps the Deſart Sand. 


| Some to the lofty Woods direct their Courle, 


And with an uncontroul'd, impetuous Force 
O'rcurn oppoſing StruEtures in their haſt, 
Tear up tall Pines, and lay the Foreſt wat. 
Some to the Ocean with like Speed reſort, 
And in loud Tempeſts on the Billows ſport. 
Embroil the Coaſts, and in wild Outrages 
Turn up to Heav n, the Bottom of the Seas. 
But huſhe at Thor's Command they all obey, 
And to their ancient Priſons haſte away. 


To him, chus Luctfer : Great Prince, on thee 
Fate has beſtow d the Empire of the Sea, 
All there concern'd, invoke thy Deity. 
The Merchants pray to thee to fill their Sails, 
Enrich thy Prieſts, and purchaſe proſperous Gales, 
I too thy Suppliant, ask chy powerful Aid, 
A havghty Prince, deſigning to invade 
My faithful Subje&t O&#a, and beguile 
Me of my Hopes of fair Britanna's Iile ; 


Sails wich a numerous Fleet, with Men and Arms, 


And O&a trembles at his proud Alarms. 
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Be ſunk, or wreckt, or on the Ocean loſt, 
Beat him ar leaſt, from his intended Coaſt. 
Make him thy Vengeance feel, thy Power regard, 
And be what cer thou askeſt, thy Reward. 


Let him in furious Hurricanes be toſt, 


Great Prince, then Thor reply d, 
Whorul it cheRealms of Hell with Soveraign Sway, 
Whom all th' Infernal Thrones, and Pow'rs obey, 
I own Obedience to thy high Command, 
Who purr'ſt this Scepter firſt into my Hand. 
Thou led'{t in Heavn our bright Battalions on, 
And bravely didſt atrempe ch' Almighty's Throne ; 
I ſaw thy mighty Deeds, and kept my Poſt 
Cloſe by thee, till that Glorious Day was loſt. 
Thy faded Splendor, and illuſtrious Scars, 
From ghaſtly Wounds, receiv d in thoſe juſt Wars, 


_ I view with Reverence, ris true ſubdud 


Headlong we fell from Heavn's high Tow rs, purſud — 
With Whirlwinds, and loud Thunder, down to Hell, 

And Storms of Fire beat on us as we fell. 

Yet after that, thou led(ſt us to invade 

This Globous World, which we our Conqueſt made. 

And my EleCtion Patronizd by thee, 


This great Command and Province fell to me. 


Thar ſaid, by him their heavy Gates unbarr'd, 
Which loud on mighty Iron Hinges jarr'd, 
Out-ratling Eurus, and loud Boreas fly, 

And with Outrageous Tempeſts fill the Sky. 
They bend their Courſe ſtrait ro the Briciſh Coaſt, 
And on thoſe Seas lay out their Anger moſt. 
Their furious Wings che ſwelling Surges bear, 
And rouze old Ocean from his peaceful Sear. 


The 
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The raging Seas in high ridg'd Mountains riſe, 
And caſt their angry Foam againſt the Skies. 
Then gape ſo deep, that Day Light Hell invades, 
And ſhoots grey Dawning thro' th' aftrighted Shades. 
Low bellying Clouds ſoon intercept the Light, 

And oer the Britons ſpread a Noon Day Night. 
Exploded Thunder tears th' Embowel'd Sky, 

And Sulphurous Flames a diſmal Day ſupply. 

The Dire Conyulſions, for a certain Space 
Diſtorted Nature, wreſting from it's Place 

This Globe, ſer to the Sun's more oblique View, 


And wrenchd the Poles ſome {cagues yet more aSkew. 


Horrour, Confuſton, Uproar, Strife and Fear 
In all cheir wild amazing Shapes appear. 
Mean time old Chaos joyful at the Sight, 
Look'd and ſmil'd horrible on older Nizht, 


Hoping that Nature, their grand Foe would crack 3} 


With univerſal Ruin, and her Wreck 

Would give them all their loſt Dominions back. 
The Sailor's Clamour, and enormous Cries, 

The Crack of Maſts, mixt with th outrageous Noite 
Of Storms and T hunder, rending all the Air, 

| Forim the laſt Scene of Horror and Diſpair. 


When the Juſt Arthur filld with Griefand Dread, 
And Pale Confuſion deeply {igh'd, and faid, © 
O righteous Heav'n, why haſt chou rangd this Day 
Againſt me all thy Terrorsin Array ! 
Arm'd in thy Cauſe thy Temples to reſtore, 
And givethat Aid thy ſacred Prieſts 1mplore. 
If thou ſuch fierce Deſtruction doſt diſpence, 
To puniſh ſome unpardon'd old Offence, 
On me let all thy fiery Darts be ſpent, 
Let not my Crime involve the innocent. 
C 
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Whelm oer my guilty Head theſe raging Seas, 


And ler this Sacrifice thy Wrach appeaſe, 

Buc let the Briuuſh Youth return in Peace. 

Thar ſaid, his Ship unmaſted, without Guide, 

Drivn by the Winds and Seas 1impetuous T'yde, 
The Sight of all the ſcatter d Navy loſt, 

Scrikes on the Quickſand of an unknown Coaſt. 


Mean time bright Ur:e/, Heavn's high Favourite, 

Left the celeſtial Palacesof Light, 

Sent by ſupream Command, and down he flies, 

Let by a Golden Sun-beam thro' the Skies. 

Meecknels divine, ſerene and Heav nly Grace, 

And freſh immortal Youth ſhone on his Face. 
God-like his Form, his Looks ſo:charming mild 
That where ſhe came all raviſhd Nature ſmil'd. 

He ſtraicalights on loity Gobeum s Head, 

Which wonder at the Heavn about it ſhed, 

From the bright Cherabim, whotouch'd his Lyre, 
Famd for its Sweetneſs in the Heavnly Quire. 

Th enchanted Winds ſtraightway their Fury laid, 
Grew wondrous {til}, and ſtrif&t Attention paid. 
Aerial Demons that by Twilight ſtray, 

Sport 1n Joud Thunder, and in Tempelts play, 
Spread their brown Wings, and fly in Clouds away. 
The Day returns, the Heav'ns no longer ſcow], 

And fierce Sea-Monſters charm'd forget to how]. 
The Winds retreat, and leave the peaceful Waves ; 
To reſt their Wings, and ſleep in Lapland Caves. 
Soft Zephirs only ſtay to fan the Woods, 

And play in gentle Gales along the Floods. 
The Ocean ſmules to ſee the Tempeſt fled, 
New lays his Waves, and ſmooths his ruffled Bed. 
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All. chings thus huſhe, great Arthur gave Command, | 
To quic their Ship, ſtuck in che barren Sand, ( 


And 1n their Boats to make the neighb'ring Land. ; 
They ſpy a Creek not far a peaceful Seat, 

Where flying Waves by furious Tempeſts bear, 

Find from the fierce Purſuir a fafe Retrear. 


Free from th' outrageous Clamours of the Deep, 

They reſt ſecure, and unmoleſted ſleep. 

Stretcht ſmooth beneath the ſhady Treesand Rocks 5 

Thar guard them from the Winds imperuous Shocks. 
r eſmaller Veſlels may ſecurely ride 

And all th' Afſaults of angry Storms deride. 

Here they arrivd, and Heavn they firſt ador'd, 

Which gave the Aid, their carneſt Cries implord. 

Which favd them from the Winds, Waves, Rocks,and Storms, 

Deaths of ſo many, and ſuch hideous Forms. 

Then for their parted Friends, wich humble Prayer, 

They ask Heav'n's Pity, and indulgent Care. 

Now Arthur from the Rock, views far and wide 

The Seas beneath, if thence might be deſcry d 

The Friends he lately loſt, but views 1n vain, 

No Friend appears on all the Deſart Main. 


Return'd he thus began : 
Too dark th' Eternal's ways are, too profound, 
For the moſt ſharp created Wit to ſound. 
Clouds black, as thoſe that riſe the facred Fence 
Of his high Throne, ſurround his Providence. 
Whoſe walks are trackleſs, and on ev ry Hand 
Abour her Paths, ſhades and thick Darknels ſtand. 
Her ways are ſo perplext, ſo wide her ſteps, 
Such turns and windings, and ſuch frightful leaps ; 
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Such Gulphs, and interpoling Rocks appear, 
There ſuch Aſcents, ſuch dreadful Downfalls here, 
That Reaſon (trait aftrighred ſtops her Pace, 
Is ſoon thrown off, and quits th' unequal Chae. 
Th Almighty Councils are ſo high and ſteep, 
Immenſe, unbounded, without Bettom deep ; 
Angels amaz'd from their high Thrones of Blils, 
Trembling look down on this profound Abyſs. 
Sometimes he ſeems to chwart his own Intent, 
Stopand defeat his long deſtgn'd event ; 
Yet which way erehe ſteers, his end's attain'd, 
By uncouth means, with greater Wonder gaind. 
Sometimes his high Permiſhon, leaves oppreſt 
The Men molt like him, and that ſerve him beſt : 
But ſtill cheir Sufferings and ſeverer Fate, 
Prepare them tor ſome glorious, future (tate, 
Invited by ſad Britam's Prayers, and Tears, 
To fave her State ; and eaſe her deadly Fears, 
We arm'd, depos'd Religion to enthrone, 
T enlarge the Chriſtian Empire, not our own. 
We arm'd thus, to reſtore in Hell's Deſpight, 
To Heav'n it's Worſhip, and to Men their Right. 
Reſume your Courage then, it can't be true, 
That Heav'n's Revenge, ſhould Heavn's own Cauſe purſue. 
Theſe Evils are not in Diſpleaſure meant, 7 
Heav'n 1s too Juſt, and you too Innocent. by 
Succeſs and Triumph will our Arms attend, 
And theſe rough Ways lead to a glorious End. 
With Pleaſure we hereafter ſhall relate 
Thele ſufferings, that will greater Joys create. 


He ſaid, and all his anxious Cares ſuppreſt, 
And kept conceal'd his trouble in his Breaſt. 
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With looks composd, twixt Pleaſure and Deſpair, 
Grave but ſerene, he bids them all repair 
Their ſtrength, exhauſted with much toil and care. ) 
Of Meats and Fruirs part of their Naval Store, 
Which with themfrom theirShip they brought aſhore: 
Their weary Limbs repos'a, beneath the ſhade 

Of well ſpread Trees, a grateful Meal they made. 

Rich Wine of Burgundy, and choice Champaign, 
Relieve the Toil, they ſuffer d on the Main. 


Bur what more cheard themthan their Meats and Wine, 
Was wiſe inſtruction, and Diſcourſe Divine, 
From Ged-like Arthur's Mouth, by Heav'n inſpird ; 
W hich all their Breaſts with ſacred Paſhons fir'd. 
Giear were his Thoughts, ſtrong and ſublime his Senſe 
Of Heav'n's Decrees, Foreknowledge, Providence. 
He reaſon d deep of Heavns myſterious Ends, 
And made ſtern Juſtice, and fair Mercy Friends. 
How high he ſoar d, how noble was his Flight, 
Speaking of Truth divine, and Wiſdom infinite ! 
He opens all the Magazins above, 
Of boundleſs Goodneſs and Eternal Love, 
From theſe rich Stores of Heavn, theſe ſacred Springs 
Of everlaſting Joy and Peace, he brings 
Ambroſiai Food, andrich NeCtarean Wine, 
Which chear pure Souls, and nouriſh Life Divine. 
He then compar'd this tranſtent, mortal ſtate, 
10 the fierce Tempeſt they eſcapd fo late, 
Which here is every great and good Man's Fate. 
1f God-like Men for Heav'n embark, and ſtand 
Their Courſe dire&t, to make the bliſsful Land ; 
Strait Hell the bloody f1gnal gives to Arm; 
Cain's cruel Offspring takes the dire Alarm 
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And potent Fiends by Sea their Forces joyn, 

T' obſtruct their way, and break their brave defign. 
All with conſummate Malice, furious Rage, 
Againſt th' adventurous V oyagers engage. 
Through all the Sky they raiſe outrageous Storms, 
And Death ſtands threat'ning in a thouſand Forms. 
Clouds charg'd with loud DeſtruCtion drown the day, 
And airy Dzmons in wild Whirlwinds play. 

Thick Thunderclaps, and Lightnings livid glare 
Diſturb the Sky, and trouble all the Air. 

Oucrage, Diſtraction, Clamour, Tumult Reign 
Through the Dominions of th unquier Main. 

The labouring Bark with Heavnly Treaſure fraught 
Now almoſt ſunk, now up in Lempeſts caught, 
Near Sands and Rocks, rides on the dark Abyſs, 
Long beaten off from the bright Coaſts of Bliſs. 

At laſt Calm Day ſucceeds chis ſtormy Night, 
And the glad Voyagers find in their {1ght, , 
The Realms of Peace, and the bleft Shores of Light 
Here they arrive, and find a ſafe Retreat, 

And all their Pain, and Labours paſt forget. 


In the hard Rock, and coverd with the ſhade, 

Of ſpreading Trees, that Day could not invade. 
Hither the pious Britiſh Prince retires, | 
To 9fler Praiſes up, and pure Deſires. 

Here raptrous Converſe he with Heavn T7 


There wasa Cave hard by, which Nature made 


And aided by Devotion s pureſt ſtrains, 

Combates Almighty Power, and Conqueſt gains. 
Devotion, that oft binds th' Almighty's Arms, 

And with her Prayersand Tears,her powerful —_ 
Of all its Thunder, his right hand difarms. 
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She paſles quick Heav'ns lofty Cryſtal Walls, 
And the high Gates fly open, when ſhe calls. 
The lovely Goddeſs of Divine Addreſs, 

Has co th Almighty's Preſence free Acceſs. 
Her Powr can ſentencd Criminals reprieve, 
Judgment Arreſt, and bid the Rebel live. 

Her Voice did once the Sun's ſwift Chariot ſtay, 


And on the Verge of Heavy n, held back the falling Day, 


She makes contentious Winds forget their Strife, 
And calls back to the Dead, departed Life, 

Charmd by her Voice, Rivers have (topd their Courſe, 
And the chill d Fire laid down its burning Force. 
Such is Devoruon's Power, which Arthur knew, 

And when diſtreſsd (till to this Refuge flew. 

Much to his Conduct he, much to his Arms, 

But more he truſted to Devotions Charms. 

Of Triumph and Succeſs he rarely faild, 
For thoſe on Earth, and theſe in Heay'n prevaild. 


Now in the (lent, ſhady Cave retir'd, 
He with her ſacred Fury lay inſpird. 
The Prince being chus entrancd, a Heavnly Light 
Shoots ſmiling through the Wood with filent flight. 
The Trees admire the Glory on them ſhed, 
And ſeem'd to ſtart, and humbly bow their Head ; 
When freſh arriv'd on Earth, with Heav'n's Commands 
Great Raphael's glorious Form by Arthur ſtands. 
Celeſtial Sweetneſs, Mild and Godlike Grace 
Ineffable,late on his blooming Face. 


p, 


His Cheeks ſuch Beauty ſhew d, ſuch Light and Joy his Eyes, 


As from full Bliſs, freſh Yourh, and Strength immortal riſe. 


The pureſt piece of Heav'ns Etherial Blue, 
In a rich Mantle, from his Shoulders flew. 


Celeſtial 
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Celeſtial Linnen, finely Spun'and Wove 

On Looms divine, by all the Skill above, 

Bleach d on th' Empyreal Plains till white as Snow, 
Made the long Robe which to his Feet did flow. 
immortal Gold, Illuſtrious as the Morn, 

And dazling Gemms by high Arch Angels worn, 
With pond rous Pearl from Heavn's bright Eaſtern Shore, 
Advrn the ſhining Garments that he wore, 

A Purple Girdle, from the Morning Sky 

New rent, does round his ſtarry Veſture tye. 
Thus he appeard, and with the Light he gave, 
And unknown fragrancy, falld all the Cave. 


Thenthus he ſpake, Hail mine and Heavn's kind Care, 
Hither I come, drawn by thy powerful Prayer. 
Know Righteous Prince, th' Almighty does approve, 
Your firm Adheſion, and unſhaken Love. 

Ends Great and Wiſe lodgd in his ſecret Breaſt, 
Obſtruct your Wiſhes, and your Courſe moleſt. 

Yer (till purſue your great and juſt intent, J 
No Force or Arts ſhall your Delign prevent, 
Propitious Heav'n Decrees your wiſh d Event. C 
You on theſe Coaſts for happy Ends are thrown, 

And after this, expeCt che Britiſh Crown. 

Your Friendsand Navy on the Ocean loſt, 

Are All arriv'd ſafe on thi. 4Armoric Coalt : 

By the impetuous Tempeſt beaten back, 

But Men and Ships fav'd from the threatn d Wreck. 
You're caſt on Heel's Lands amidit your Foes, 

Who hate your Cauſe, and your jult Arms Oppoſe. 
But fear not Hve/'s Power, though now your Foe, 

By Hell incens'd, he will not long be fo. 
Go then directly to his Court, for there, 
A Glorious Work demands your pus Care. 
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That faid, with outſtrecht Wings he ſoars upright, 
And through the Winds vaſt Empite takes his flight. 
He cuts the Clouds, and by the Planets flies 
Up the ſteep Cryſtal Mountains of the Skies. 


Before the Throne he in his Place appears ; 

The Cherub's gone, and with him Arthur's fears. 
Who to his Lords returns, and to their Heater, 
Courage and Joy, his Words and Looks impart. 
His God-like Language does their Fears abate, 
And with freſh hopes their troubled Breaſts dilate. 


And ſwiftly paſſing through the Starry Sphears, 


Mean time th Infernal Thrones and Powers reſort; 
At their great Monarch's Summons to his Court. 
There they in Council meet, and there debate 
Important matters, high Deſigns of State. 
T heir Prince with Pride extended, mounts his Throne 
Of poliſh'd Gold, whence horrid ſplendor ſhone : 
And mingled with the Shades tremendous Light, 
More dreadfull thus, as Fires which flame by Night. 
In ſad Magnificence, and diſmal State, 
He fics, and round th' Infernal Orders fate. 

Then Lucifer began : 
Immortal Potentates, 1lluſtrious Lords, 
The Brit:ſþ Youth's ambitious Aim affords, 
A weighty Subject for your high debate; 
Who ſeeks the Ruin of your Pow r and State. 
You all have heard how witha mighty Force 
 Embark'd, he ſtraight for Albion ſteer'd his Courſe, 
King O#atoattack, our V otary, 
And make our Prieſts from our new Altars fly. 
I watch'd, andaided by the Power of Thor, 
I ſhew'd the Miſcreant another Shore. 
D 
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His Fleet beat back, and haughty purpoſe croſt, 

He wanders, Shipwreckt on ch Armorick Coalt, 
Where faithful Hue/ does the Scepter hold, 

Mighty in Arms, and in our Service bold. | 
Spirits Divine, high Peers of Hell ſuggeſt; 

By what ſure Plagues he may be more diſtreſt, 
His Ruin finiſh'd, and his Sect oppreſt. 


That ſaid, a Fury crawl'd from out ker Cell, 
The bloodieſt Miniſter of Death and Hell. 
A moſtrous Shape, a foul and hideous fight, 
Which did all Hell with her dire Looks afftright. 
Huge, full gorg'd Snakes on her lean Shoulders hung, 
And Death's dark Courts with their loud hifhng rung. 
Her Teeth and Claws were Iron and her Breath, 
Like Subterranean Damps, gave preſent Death. 
Flames worſe than Hells, ſhot from her bloody Eyes. 
| And Fireand Sword Ecernally ſhe cries. 
No certain Shape, no Feature regular, 
No Limbs diſtinEt in th' odious Fiend appear. 
Her ſquallid, bloated Belly did ariſe, 
Swoln with black Gore to a prodigious Size : 
Diſtended vaſtly, by a mighty Flood 
Of {laughter'd Saints, and conſtant Martyr's Blood. 
Part ſtood out prominent, bur part fell down, 
And ina {wagging heap,lay wallowing on the Ground. 
A Monſter fo deform, fo fierce as this, 
It Self a Hell, neer ſaw the dark Abyfs, 
Horrour till now the uglieſt Shape eſteem'd, 
So much out-done, a harmleſs Figure ſeem'd. 
Envy and Hate, and Malice bluſh'd too ſee, 
Themſelves Eclipsd by ſuch Deformity. 
Her Feavriſh Thirſt drinks down a Sea of Blood, 
Not of the impious, but the-Zuſt and Good. 
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'Gain(t whom ſhe burns wich unextingUfiſh'd Rage, 


Nor can th' exhauſted World her Wrath allwage. 


Then thus the Fury Perſecution ſpake: 
I mighty Prince of Hell, will undertake 
This gloricus Work, I quickly will inſpire 
Heel, with my ungovernable Fire. 
Without remorſe he ſhall my Will Obey, 
And cruſh this Briton, now his eaſy Prey. 
Nero by me raisd his illuſtrious Name, 
And Droclefran got Immortal Fame. 
[ their rude, inbred Cruelty refin'd, 
And (tampt my perfeCt Image on their Mind. 
My flames all Love's courſe mixture did deſtroy, 
And purg d off ſoft Compaſhon's baſe alloy ; 
I formd and diſhplin'd their untaught Hate, 
And raisdtheir fiercenels to a perfeCt State : 
Where ſhame, and all refleCting Senſe is loſt, 
And Hell cant purer ſtrains of Malice boaſt. 
inexorable they all Cries withſtood, 
Raviſhd with Slaughter, and regal d with Blood. 
Hard marble Rocks might with more eaſe relent, 
And Fire and Plague learn ſooner to repent. 


Then Chriſtian Kings my Fury entertaind, 


And taught by me, in Blood and Slaughter reign'd. 


With pious Rageand fierce deſtruCtive Zeal, 

I firſt inſpird cheir Minds, and did reveal 

The myſtery, how deep Revenge to take, 

And ſlay the Servants for the Maſters ſake. 
How bloody Wrath might with Devotion joyn, 
And ſacred Zeal with Cruelty combine. 

By me the unknown way they underſtood, 

T atrone the Chriſtian's God with Chriſtian Blood. 
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By me they ſhook oft Fears and Love's Reſtraints ; 
And on God's Altars burnt his flaughterd Saints. 

I made them call, that all Remorſe might ceaſe, 
Murder Compaſſion, Deſolation Peace. 

Whilſt my infernal Heats cheir Breaſts inſpir'd, 

To the vile Sect their own mad Zeal acquir'd, 

. Wider DeſtruCtion, and more fatal Harms, 

Then all your Scythian, or your Gothick Arms : 
And Rome, proud Rome her ſelf muſt owe to me 
Her preſent State, and future Dignity, 


The greateſt Genus this, I eer could find, 
And to receive my Image beſt inclind. 


I will her Mind inſpire, and to her Heart 
Immortal hate, to 4be/'s Race imparr. 

Theſe Breaſts ſhe empties with her Infant Jaws, 
I file her Teeth, and ſhape her tender Claws. 

I Nurſe her on the horrid 4/ps high Tops, 

And feed her hunger with Cerberean Sops 

Dipt in Tartarean Gall, and Hemlock Juice, 

That in her Veins will nuble Blood produce. 
Fierce Tygers, Dragons, Wolves about her ſtay, 
They grin, and inap, andbite, and ſaarling play. 
I to her Jaws, throw Infants newly Born ; 

She ſucks their Blood, and by her Teeth are torn 
Their cender Limbs, while I rejoyce to ſee 

Such noble Proofs of growing Cruelty. 

To her wide Breaſt, and vaſt capacious Soui, 

I often Torrents of black Poiſon row] : 

She drinks the livid Flood, and thro her Veins 
Mad Fury runs, and wild DiſtraCtion reigns. 

1 lead her from the Rocks, her Strength full grOWn;2 
Fix her high Seatin the imperial Town, 

And give her Scarlet, and a threefold Crown. C 
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No Blood will chen her mighty Thirſt aſſwage, 
No Ravage cloy her Antichriſtzan Rage. 

Her mitred Sons that never can relent, 

From the great Cazn ſhall prove their high Deſcent. 
Their Deeds of ſtrange infernal Cruelty, 

Shall ſhew gheir Race worthy of Him and me. 
Lay-Bigots, I with Time and Labour wrought, 
Some inward Grudgings ſtill againſt me fought : 
"Twas hard to raiſe their hate to a degree; 

From ſtruggling Nature, and all Pity free. 

Bur theſe Church-Zealots, of a truer Breed, 

Are form'd with Faſe, and ſcarce my Labour need. 
Their forward Genius without teaching grows, 
And all my hopes, andev n my Wiſh out-does. 
How ofcen ſhall thy Glorious Sons, O Rome, 
With Martyrs Fiames inlighten Chriſtendom 2 

How often ſhall chey, to deride their God, 

Lifc up in Prayer, their Hands all full of Blood 2 
The waſted World ſhall feel their loud Alarms, 
Their bleſt Maſlacres, and their hallowed Arms. 
As if cheir high intent were to Efface, 

All Foor-ſteps left of Abel's hateful Race. 

Bloody Tribunals, Rapine, Fire and Sword, 

And Deſolation, daily Sport afford. 

Mankina they ſhall with ſuch dire Plagues attack, 
As will their Church a holy Deſart make. 

Such is my Zeal to ſerve th' Infernal State, 

And ſhall this Br::ſh Prince eſcape my Hate ? 
Forbid it Hell, and here ſhe madea paule ; 

The Lords in Council gave a loud Applauſe. 

The Prince of Darkneſs leaping from his Place, 

/ Did in his Arms, his darling Fiend embrace : 

Her Anger then roſe higher, and all Hell 

Uneaſie ſeem'd, ſke grew fo terrible. 


Prince Anhur. Book 1. | 


She ſtrait contracts her vaſt dilated Size, 
And thro Hells dusky Void, ſhe upward flies. 


As when rich Towns, great Coſt and Art employ 


In Fire-works, to expreſstheir publick Joy, 
For fome great ViCtry won by Land or Sea, 
Oron ſome Prince's Coronation Day. 

The flaming Rockets hizzing fly by Night, 
And fill the Sky with unknown Noile and- Light. 
The Sphears amaz d ſtand, or move {lowly on, 

And wonder how the day returns fo ſoon, 

And what new Stars rife brighter than their own. 

So does the Fiend, her Snakes all hiſſing riſe, , 
Through the thick haggaird Air, and as ſhe flies, 
Leaves tracks of Light, caſt from her fiery Eyes. C 
And now arrivd on the grey Coaſts of Day, 

DireCt to Heels Court ſhe takes her way : 

Where ſhe alighted when che Sau had hurl d 

His glorious Orb hence, toth other World. 

'T was thzn whea all things look d, as if old Night 
Had Natare cruſh'd, and ſeizd her ancient Right. 
Whilſt Silence, Shades, and Lights around create, 
Sad ſolemn Pomps t expreſs her Death-like (ate. 
IWinds, and wild Beaſts, lye intheir Dens at reſt, 
Nor theſe the Woods, nor thoſe the Seas moleſt. 
The {leeping Vultures drop their Prey, the Dove 

41h Ceaſes her Coving, and forgets to love. 

Va The Jocond Fazries dance their filent round, 

And with dark Circles mark the trampled ground. 

q Tartarean Forms Skim o'er rhe Mountains Heads, 

"of Or lightly {weep along the dewy Meads. 

| Ghoſts leave their Tombs hid Murders to reveal, 

Or Treaſures which themſelves did once conceal, 
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Viſions thro' th' Air, and careleſs Phantom; {tray, 
Or round Mens troubled Heads while 1leeping play. 


The Fury Alman's Reverend Shape aſſumes, 
Oadm's High Prieſt, and fo to Hoe/ comes. 
For the Prieſts Form is fitteſt to engage 
Princes 1n Blood, and move deſtructive Rage. 
Thus changdthe Fiend, ſuch is her Craft, appears, 
And thus began, juſt Hoe/, all choſe years 
I livd, Idid with ſtudious Care employ, 
How beſt I might the Chriſtian Crew deſtroy. 
I thy grear Soul in this bleſt Cauſe engag'd, 
Inſpr'd with Heats Divine, not yer aſlwag'd. 
Iquit Elzfrzan Pleaſures to impart, 
What does with greater Joy extend my Heart ; 
And will do thine, 4rthur, curſt be that Name, 
Deſigning Empire, and Illuſtrious Fame 
Embark d with Arms, fair. 4/6:on to invade 
But by juſt Heav'n, is thy cheap Captive made. 
Purſud in Thunder, and in Tempeſts toſt, 
Ac laſt he's Shipwreckt on this happy Coaſt. 
With his fad Friends he wanders up and down, 
Naked, perplext, deſerted, and undone. 
Bur yer juſt Heavn decrees him greater Harm, 
But faves that Glory for your Zealous Arm. 
To take his Life nauſt be your pious Care, 
And with the Gods divided Honour ſhare. 
Thus you their Enmy, and your own remove, 
Secure your Peace, and pleaſe the Pow rs above. 
To Chriſtians this can be no Injury, 
That call for Torments, and are pleas d to Dye. 
They all ſeem fond, to wear the Martyr s Crown, 
And meet the Flames, with greater of their own. 
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No Rights, no Rules of Fuſtice you invade, 
For Runs their Profeſſion, Death their Trade. 
Go then, and grace the Briton, that comes on 


To meet you, and receive the Martzrs Crown. 


Remove this Pillar of the Church, and all 
The unſupported Roof, will crack and fall. 


Take this Defender of cheir Faith away, 
The paſſive Rabble, tamely will Obey. 
Their Lives in Sport you may at leiſure take, | 
They quickly fall, thatno Reſiſtance make. 

The Gods into your Hands have caſt your Foe, 

To take his Life will pleaſe Heav'n, him, and you, 


That ſaid, ſhe breath'd her Soul into his Breaſt, 
And her wild Fury all his Veins poſleſt. 
Infernal Flames Rage in his poiſon d Blood, 
And his ſwoln Heart Boils with th' impetuous Flood. 
The Fiend her Shape of thickned Air diflolves, 
And diſappears, Hoel ſurpriz'd revolves 
The welcome meſlage in his Mind, and ſtrait 
Commands his Lordsand Guards ſhould on him wait, 
On che firſt Shooting of the tender Day, 
So eager did he ſeem to ſeize the Prey. 


Now was the Eaſtern Sky-dy'd Purple ſpread, 
For fair Aurora's radiant Feet to tread ; 
She mounts ſerene, and with mild dawning Lighr, 
Smules on the lowring, dusky Face of Night ; 
That to victorious Day yields up her Sear, 
Whilſt her black Forces ſilently Retrear. 
As when a Lyon at the Fall of Day, 
Rouz d with fierce Hunger up to Hunt his Prey, 
Stretches his Limbs out, Yawns, and tries his Paws, 
And for ſure Death prepares his cruel Jaws. 
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He ſtands, and rolls about his angry Eyes, = 
Laſhing his Sides to make his Fury riſe. 

Then ſcowrs the Hills, rangesthe Forreſts oer, 

And chunders thro the Deſarc with his hideous Roar. 

The Winds all huſhe fit crembling on the Trees, _ 

And fcapew whiſper our a gentle Breeze. 6 <1 
Wolves dare not How], but grinning ſoftly creep, 

And Leopards ſtretche out, feign themſelves afleep. 
Th aftrighted Herds cloſe in their Covert ly, 

And to eſcape his Rage, with Terrour dy. 

Thus Hoel, with infernal Rage pofleſt, 

With fierce deſire ſpeeds to the bloody Feaſt. 

A deadly Storm does on his Forchead Jowr, 

Himſelf his Rage, 4rthur his Hopes devour. ſ 
Breathing out Death he march'd, butat mid-day, 

He ſtands by Heavn arreſted in his way. 
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The Air ſerene, a black thick Cloud appear'd, 
And as it hover oer their Heads, were heard 
Celeſtial Flutes, and Harps divinely Strung, 

Witiz Hymns and Hallelwjahs, Set and Sung 

By the beſt Maſters of the Quire above, 

With Bliſs tranſported, and inſpir d with Love. 
Whilſt Heel and his Friends pleas d, and amazd, 
Liſten'd, and on the Scene deſcending gazd: 

The broken Cloud, pours out pure Floods of Light, ) 
Show rs of Celeſtial Rays tranſcendent bright, 

And Storms of Splendor, dazling Mortal Sight. ( 
Th illuſtrious Tempeſt does on Hoe! bear, 

Who falls aſtoniſh'd, headlong from his Seat : 
Confounded with unſufferable Day, 
Groveling in Glory on the ſhining Way, 
And with bright Ruin overwhelm, he lay. 
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'T was then, a fofr, (till Heavnly Voce, that broke 
From out the Cloud, to trembling Hoe/ ſpoke. 

'Gainſt me, what Fury did thy Arms engage 2 

What movd thee with inexorable Rage, 

Vain Man, to perſecute my Saints and Me ? 2 
In vain thor ſeek'ſt to baffle Heav'n's Decree, #*," 
Vain is thy Force, and impotent thy Hate, | 
Too weak thy Arms, to ſtem the Tyde of Fate. 

The Torrent bears thy faint Reſiſtance down, 


Retire, or im Eternal Ruin Drown. 


Then Hoe/ chus, O tell me, who thou arr, 
Great Sp:rir, and chy Will to me impart. 
Tell me if Error has my Feet miſled, 

What ſafer Pachs I may hereafter tread. 


The Voice replyd : 
I amthe Chr:iſt:ans God, whom you purſue; 
Go meet my Servant 4rthur, he ſhall ſhew 
At large, what thou haſt co believe, what do. 
The Scene here diſappear'd, his l ords came round, 
And raisd reviving Heel from the Ground. 
Who marches on, the Br:tzſþ Prince to find, 
And ACctnot what himſelt, but Heav'n deſign'd. 
With anxious Thoughts the Viſion he revolves, 
And to Obey Heav n's high Command reſolves. 
Whilſt to his Lords the Viſion he relates, 
They find themſelves advanc'd to Conda's Gates. 


Arthur mean time, to whom great Raphael's word, 
Unſhaken Hopes, and Courage did afford ; 
Proceeded on his Way, but ſent before 
Embaſladors to Hve/, to explore 
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His temper, and the Genius of his Court, 

That he juſt ſteps might take by their Report. 

He choſe out to diſcharge this weighty Truſt, 
Valiant Pollandor, Roderick the Juſt ; 

And Faithful Galbut, Friends that in diſtreſs, 

( A thing unknown to Courts) their Love expreſs, 
Soon after Hoel had his Entrance made, 


At the ſame City they arriv'd, and ſtaid 

Bur little, for th admiſhon which they pray. 

Then Hoe! firſt the Britons thus addreſt, 

Let no fad Thought your pious Prince moleſt : 

A Meſlage ſent from Heavn preventing yours, 

To me great Joy, Safety ro him procures. 

Friendſſup and Love, fill my enlighten'd Mind, ; 
From Hatred purg d, from Treachery refin'd. _ 
Return, and let your Valiant Leader know, 
His God has to a Friend, transform'd his Foe. 

Tell him he's ſafe from all intended Harms, 

And that I haſt, t Embrace him in my Arms. 


With Regal Bounty, he to all preſents 
Rich Swords, and various ſplendid Ornaments. 
To Arthur ſends a Chart, dazling Bright, 
Which to the Sun return redoubled Light. 
And Horſes of th' Iberian Noble Race, 
Thar right Deſcent from the ſwift Eurus trace. 
Bold, Gen'rous, Sprightly, as th Illuſtrious Breed, 
Which in th' Echerial, blue Encloſures Feed. 
That thro' Heav'n's Waſt, with the Sun's Chariot play, 
And govern Time, by carrying round the Day. 
Their Furniture of Gold, their Bridles Gold, 
And golden Bits, their champing Mouths did hold. 
They haſt, and all their Diligence employ, 
To fill Juſt Arthur's Mind, with Peace and Joy. 
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To him returning they impart at large, 

The kind, endearing Things they had in Charge. 
As when his Sons to Jacob did relate, 

That Zoſeph livd, and livd in Regal State ; 
Telling of all his Riches, Power, Renown, 
Expt s Support, and Prop to Pharoah's Crown, 
Reliſtleſs Floods of ſudden Pleaſure Roll 

Along his Veins, and break in on his Sou]. 

He finks beneath the preſſure of his Joy, 

And Joſeph's Life, does almoſt his deſtroy. 

Then Doubts and Fears, his Joys high Tyde oppoſe, 
From which Contention fiercer Tempeſts roſe. 
While his croſs Paſhons fight with equal Power, 
Each Triumphs in his turn, as Conquerour. 

The Patriarch in this DiſtraEtion loſt, 

Is in each Storm with equal Danger toſt. 

But when the Chariots and rich Train he faw, 
He did from thence freſh Life and V igour draw. 
His Breaſt from all contending Paſlions freed, 
Calm Joy; and unmoleſted Peace ſucceed. 

Enough the Patriarch was heard to Cry, 

Tl haſt co Joſeph's Arms, and in them Dye. 

So when Juſt Arthur heard the Meſlage firſt, - 
His wavering Mind with Fears and wiſe Diſtruſt, 
And riſing Tydes of ſuddain Joy was toſt, 
Uncertain which ſtrong Paſſion preſs'd him moſt. 
But when he ſaw the Preſents Hoel ſent, : 
His Doubts ſuppreſs d, he grew more Confident : 
And his calm Mind easd of his anxious Cares, 

T' embrace his new, and generous Friend prepares. 
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And now advancing N:ght the Sky invades, 
While cloſe purſu'd by che V i&torious Shades, 
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The Rayes that faintly from the Ground recoil, 
On the green Fields, ler fall their pearly ſpoil. 
When Arthur to his ſecret Joys retires, 

Where his exhaling Soul co Heavn aſpires, 
In facred Anbelatiors, and inflamd Deferes. 

Fixt Contemplation feeds his Hope and Love, 

With rapt'rous Prejudes to the Joys above. 

His raviſh'd Eyes view the unmeaſur'd Blils, 

In the next Life enjoy d, believd in this. 

So David often paſs'd the ſilent Night, 

And in his Tranſports felt ſublime Delight, 
Surpaſſing all that mighty Monarchs have, 

Which his own Crown, andall his Triumphs gave. 
While baſer Birds the humble Valley love, 

And ſing contented with their little Grove ; 

The Eag/e's generous Pride does nobly riſe 

To Heavn, and thence does this low World deſpiſe. 
Scorning a Vulgar Bough, he thinks he ſees 
Woods in the Clouds, and hanging Groves of Trees. 
T hicher he haſts, and leaves th' ignoble Brood, 

T hat aim no higher, to their Shrubs and Wood. 

If to his Prey he ſtoops, aſhamed he flies 

Back to his airy Dwelling in the Skies. 

Where in the Clouds he hides his Royal Head, 
Safe from the Snares, which watchful Fowlers ſpread : 
So Men of courſer Mould, and baſer Birth, 
Pleasd with the Duſt lye grov1ling on the Earth. 
For Food their Souls all foul and bloated, ſeek 
The Damps and Steams, that from its Bowels reck. 
Whitle Men 4d:vinely Born, ſtill upwards move, 
And ſcorn this World, that courts in vain their Love. 
In Flames of Zeal, and Pangs of pure Deſire, 
Theſe to the Seats of Light and Peace aſpire. 
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Where they converſe with the bleſt Minds above, 
And wonder what on Earth invites Mens Love. 
This Molehill tarth has loſt irs former Charms, 
Molehill for Bulk, and Stings wherewith it ſwarms, 
With Wonder they obſerve how Morrals Pride, 
Can into Kingdoms this ſmall Heap divide. 

How one t enlarge the Empire he has gor, 

Invades the Borders of his Neighbour's Spot. 

How this proud Monarch of a Turf, is vext 

With reſtleſs cares, to diſpoſle(s the next. 

As Heav'ns vaſt Globes that fill the World with Light, 
Seem little Balls to diſtant Mortals ſight, 

Thar in the moſt capacious Planets, we 

No room for States and large Dominions ſee. 

So theſe more noble Minds advancd fo high, 
Believe the ſame of us, who from the Sky, 

The low-hung Earth's contracted Body Spy. 

T hey keep above free from the faral Nets, 
Whichfor unwary Fett the Temper ſers. 

Free from the Earth's dark ſmoke, and endleſs Noiſe, 
They dwell in Peace, and feed on Heay nly Joys. 
Such Pleaſures 4rthur while retir'd, enjoy'd, 

And wiſh'd heever might be thus imploy d. 


And now the radiant Gates of ch' Eaſtern Sky, 
Unbard by bright Aurora, open fly : 
Strait iſ[ges out the Sun with mighty Force, 
As Giants do, prepard to run his Courſe. 
The joyful Brztons all things ready make, 
And their new Friend to meet, their Journy take. 
Scarce had the Sun his glitt ring Chariot drivn, 
Up the ſteep Brow, and ſharp Aſcent of Heav'n, 
Whenthe glad Princes did each other meet, 
And Hel thus did firſt the Stranger greet. 
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As afaint Traveller 1a Arabian Sands, 
Scorcht with che Burning Sun-beams, panting ſtands, 
Views the dry Defart with deſpairing Eyes, 
And for the Springs, and diſtant Rivers ſighs. 
As Salers long for Land, Heav'n's Aid implore, 
And with their greedy Wiſhes graſp the Shore ; 
When beaten from the hoſpitable Coaſt, 
And in loud Storms upon the Ocean toſt ; 
Where Ruin in ſo many Shapes appears, 
They ſcarcely can attend to all their Fears. 
I've wiſhd to ſee you with the like Deſire, 
The Oracle of whom I muſt enquire, 
The way to Peace and Everlaſting Bleſs, 
Which loſt in Night, and unknown Paths, I miſs. 
When firſt I ſer out with a hoſtile Mind, 
And Evils which I dread to name, defignd ; 
The Powers that guard your ſacred Life alarm'd, 
Yoon 1interpos d, and my wild Hand difarmd. 
Kind Heav'n that both our Safeties did deſign, 


Turnd from your Head the Blow, the Guilt from mine. 


For on the way a Glory dreadful Bright, 

Around me ſhone, and with exceſhve Light, 

As they do Stars, the weaker Sun-beams drown'd : 
I, as crantfixr, fell Headlong to the Ground. 

'T was then a wondrous Heavnly YoceT heard, 
The words were theſe, but no bleſt Face appear'd. 
Gainſt me what Fury does thy Arms engage 2 
What moves thee with inexorable Rage, 

Vain Man, to perſecute my Saints and me 2. 

In vain thou ſtriv'ſt to baffle Heav'n's Decree. 
Vain 1s thy Force, and Impotent thy Hate, 

Too weak thy Arms to ſtem the Tide of Fate, 
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The Torrent bears thy faint Reſiſtance down, 
Retire, or in eternal Ruin drown. 
I ſtraight cry d out, O tell me who thouarr, 
Great Spirit, and thy Will to me impart. 
Tell me if Error has my Feet miſled, 
What ſafer Paths 1 may herecafcer tread. 

The Voce reply'd: 
I am the Chriſtian's God, whom you purſue, 
Go find my Servant Arthur, he ſhall ſhew 
At large, what thou haſt ro believe, what do. 
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- Prince 4rthur pausd a while, then ſilence broke, - 
And friendly thus th rmoric King beſpoke. 
Th' Eternal's Providence I muſt adore, 

That has compell'd me to th' Armoric Shore. 
Thac I might here, ſerve ſuch a glorious End, 
And tothe Chriſtian Cauſe gain ſuch a Friend, 
Goodneſs Divine, King Heel does invite 

By Miracles, t enjoy Celeſtial Light. 

Caſt on your Coaſts, with Pleaſure I will (tay, 
To aid and guide you in your Heav'nly way. 
To whom th Armoric Monarch thus Replyd ; 
While we to Nanzetum together ride, 

Inſtruct, O Pious Prince, my willing Mind : 
Ic is a task your God has you deſign'd. 

Unfold his Heavnly Will, and let me know, 
What Worſbip to him, what Belzef, I owe. 

To whom the Prince, this fayour firſt I ask, 
Before I undertake the pious Task ; 

Thar youll diſpatch your Servants to the Coaſt, 
Toſeek my Friends our, in the Tempelt loſt. 
And if by chance caſt on th' Armoric Shore, 
They wander up and down, diſtreſs'd and poor, 
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Your angry Subjects, may not them annoy, 
Nor with devouring Flames, their Ships deltroy. 
This Friendſhip ſhewn, VI with a chearful Mind, 
Attempt the Task by you, and Heavn enjoynd. 
When the paſt Night did with her dusky Train 
Advance, oer-ſhadowing all th' Zer:al Plain ; 

A ſudden Tranſport did my Soul engage, 

And all my Limbs ſhook with the facred Rage. 
Straight caught up from the Body, through the Skies 
To the third Heav'n, wy raviſh'd Soul did riſe : 
Where Things ineffable I faw, and heard 

Divine Inftruft:or, which my Mind prepard 

To aid you in your Heavnly Way, and ſhew 
What Worſhip to th Eternal Mend is due. 

Straight Hvel to the Shores his Servants ſent, 

Who might the Harms, that Arthur feard, prevent. 
Who might the hapleſs Britons kindly treat, 

And ſafe conduct them to his Royal Seat. 

Such Love the King to Arthur's Friends expreſt, 
Who now prepar'd t' obey the King's Requeſt. 
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Trentive Heel s Eyes on Arthur's Face 
Were fixt, who thus began with God-like grace. 
Before th unſhaken Pillars of che Earth 
Were Reerd, before prolifick Nature's Birth, 
Before the Regiſter of Tme begun, 
Or Heav ns bright Forces throng d about the Sun, 
Was a wild Vod, that no ſer Bounds reſtrain'd, 
Where Silence, Night, and Deſolation reign'd. | 
Where yet no glimmering track of Light appear'd, 
No Diſcord yet, or Harmony was heard. 
From Ages paſt lay in th Eternal's Mind, 
A finiſh'd Model of a World, defignd 
To be EreCted by Almighty Hands, 
Where now this Round, Capacious Fabrick ſtands. 
The deep Foundations laid, in Heav n they faid 
A ſtrange new World was making, Fame foon ſpread 
The tydings through the Palaces of Bliſs, 
To ſee a work fo wonderful as this ; 
Millions of Azgels to Heav'ns Turrets fly, 
And on the Cryſtal Terras of the Sky, 
Stood 1n bright Throngs, and on Creation gaz d, 
And at the Sight were raviſhd, and amaz'd. 
| 
Almighty V'igour ſtrove through all the Woid, 
And ſuch prolifick Influence employ d, 
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Thar ancient, barren N:ght did pregnant grow, 
And quickend with the World in Embrio. 
The {truggling Seeds of unſhapd Mactter ly, . 
Contending in her Womb for V iEtory. 
No Order, Form, or Parts diſtinct and clear, 
Did in the Crude Conception, yet appear. 

Thick Darkneſs did the unripe Light Embrace, 
Which faintly glanc'd on Chaos ſhady Face. 
The unfledg'd Fire has no bright Wings to riſe, 
Bur ſcarce diſtinguiſhd, with the Water lies. 
Its ſprightly, ruddy Youth not yet attain d, 
The glitt'riog Seeds, Mother of Fire, remain'd 
Like golden Sands, thick ſcatter d on the Shore, 
Of the wild Deep, and ſhone in burning Oar. 
In glowing Heaps the Stars lay dusky bright, 
Rude and unpoliſh'd Balls of unwrovght Light. 
The Sphears pil d up about their Poles were Furl'd, 
Deſign'd the Swadling Bands of th' Infane World. 
The Sky diſpersd, lay in Echerial Oar, 
And azure Veins, betray d th Empyreal Store. 
T he watry Treaſures in th untaſhiond Birth, 
Lay in the rough Embraces of the Earth. 
Bur at the great Command will Thaw, and throw 
The Droſs oft, and like melted Metals flow. 
Beſides vaſt numbers of looſe Atoms ſtray, 
And 1a the reſtleſs Deep of Chaos play. 
In dark Enceunters they for Empire ſtrive, 
And gain what Chance, and wild Confufton give. 
Which joynely here poſleſs che Sov raign Sway, 
Pleas'd with thoſe Subjects moſt, that leaſt Obey. 
Order, a baniſh d Rebel, flies the Place, 
And Strife and Uproar fill the noiſy Space. 
Tumult and Miſ-rule pleaſe at Chaos Court, 
And everlaſting Wars his Throne Supporr. 
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Troops armd with Heat have here a Battel won, 
But Mozſt and Cold the V iEtor ſoon dethrone. 


Here heavier Seeds ruſh on in numerous SWwarms, 


And cruſh their Lighter Foes, with pond'rous Arms. 


The lighter ſtrait Command with equal Pride, 
And on wild Whirlwinds in mad Triumph ride. 
None long ſubmits to a Superiour Power, 
Each yields, and in his turn is Conquerour. 


It ſome grown mild from fierce Contention ceaſe, 
And with calm Neighbours court a ſeperate Peace; 
If Truce they make, and in kind Leagues combine, 


Their ſhort Embraces ſome rude Shocks disjoyn. 
Th Eternal's Voice composd theſe Atoms jars, 

And juitling Elements inteſtine Wars. 

He ſets 1mpriſon'd Hear and Vyour free, 

And ſuits and ranges Natures that agree. 

He through the Maſs a mighty Ferment ſpread, 
And where it came miſ-ſhapd Confuſion fled, 
Dark Chaos now throws oft his gloomy Face, 
Puts on freſh Beauty, and a Heav nly Grace. 

Th Almihty ſpake, and itraic che ſprightly Leght 


With lovely Looks broke from th Abyſs of Night ; 


On Golden Wings it mounts, and in its way 
Irs Smiles diffuſe new Morn, and unripe Day. 
Alofe vaſt ſpreading Sheets of Ether rife, 
Macter for Sphears, and pure tranſparent Skies. 
"The Sky which for its Compabs ſcarce finds room, 
Spun thin, and wove on Nature's fineſt Loom : 
The new-born World in its ſofc Boſom wraps, 
And all around its Starry Mantle laps. 

Tae $ uns vaſt Globe which till the Birth of Day, 
All Rough and Cloudy in wild Chaos lay ; 

Well wrought and poliſh d, 1s advancd on high ; 
The vagrant Beams which ſtray d about the Sky, 
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Now becken'd by Creating Power obey, 
And the bright Forces hither haſt away. 
Then hov'ring on the Spungy Globe they wait, 
And round their new appointed Manſion fate. 
The thirſty Orb drinks in the liquid Beams, 
And now but one vaſt Sea of Glory feems : 
It ſelfa Heavn withdazling Luſtre bright, 
' Pours out pure Floods of overflowing Light. 
Here as in Furnaces of boiling Gold, 
Stars dipt come back, full as their Orbs can hold 
Of glitrring Lzght, here too the Moon all drown'd, | 
Does with the Golden Metal fill her Reund. 
Somerimes half dip, it bur in part adorns 
Her Face, and ſhines with Blunt, refulgent Horns. 
Th Ectherial Plain now cultivated bears, 
A ſhining Harveſt of {Iuſtrious Stars. 
Which at a diſtance ſeem ſmall Lights, but neer D, 
Capacious Realms, and glorious Worlds appcar. 
The Sphears {pread forch their Boſoms, now retin'd, 
And Belly our, like Sails {woln big with Wind. 
The 2ir beat out, and purified does Jye, 
A Cryſtal deep berween the Earth and Sky. 
Through this thin Void the Sun's indulgent Beams, 
Flow gently on the Earth in Golden Streams ; 
Which kindly ſteal away the Watry Store, 
And rob the Earch, butro enrich it more. 
The Earth with its own Burden tir'd, and preſt 
Down with its werght, lies inthe mid{(t at reſt. 
A Deep broke up, God calls the Warers, rhey 
Feel the Command, and with quick Flight Obey. 
In mighty Heaps the foaming Deluge flows, 
High Liquid Walls and curling Ridges ſhows. 
Some waters with a ſmooth and gentle T yde, 
On the Farch's plain and level Surface Glide. 
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Others that mee a Steep abrupt Deſcent ; 

Run down 1n Floods more loud and turbulent; 
Ac laſt they low from the high Precipice, 

in noiſy Falls into the dark Abyſs. 

Till che vaſt Deluge with us liquid Store, 

Fills up the Deep, and crowns the Ambient Shore. 
Now their tall Heads the riſing Mountains ſhow, 
And wide mouth'd Valles {ink themſelves as low. 
The Earth as yet all bare-and naked lay, 

For Heavn's Command ch' impriſon'd Spirits ſtay; 
Ged ſpake, and ſtraight a lovely Spring appears, | 
And every Field freſh, verdant Cloathing wears. 
Green Herbs adorn che Hills aſpiring Heads, 

And ſmiling Flowers enrich th enamel]l'd Meads. 
Trees ſtarting up, lifred their Heads ſo high, 

They met the Clouds deſcending from the Sky: 
Some rang d in beauteous Order, Stately ſtood, 
Others preſs'd cloſe, and throng dinto a Wood. 
Some where the Sun gives more indulgent Hear, 
Tranſparent Gums, and Odrous Juices Sweet. 
The fragrant Balſom-Tree, aiſtills around, 

Her healing Riches, on the neighbouring Ground; 
The humble 7eſs'mine, breaths Perfumes abroad, 
And wanton Zephyrs bear the balmy Load. 
Pure Cryſtal R:vers through the Meadows flow, 
Their flowry Banks ſmile on them, as they go: 
Their watry Train in Snaky Windings ſlides, 
And in their Streams the ſcaly Nation glides. 
Birds glad to try their Wings riſe from the Earth, 
And with their Songs they celebrate their Birth. 
Beaſts in their various Kinds' all Mild, and Tame, 
Stood gazing round, and wonderd whence they came. 
The Bleating Flock wander on every Hill, 

And lowing Herds the Ecchoing Vallies fall. 
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The {porting Lyon paws the wanton Bear, 

Wolves ſeek the Woods, the [ awns the timorous Deer. 
The Creſted Snake draws thro che flowry Plain, 
The ſhining Volumes of his Spiral Train. 
Leviathan 1n tl! Occan takes his place, 

Prince of the Waters, and the Finny Race. 
Rolling amidſt the Waves, he takes his Sport, 
As a great Sea-God in his watry Court. 
Swimming to Land he drives high Seas before, 
Like a great Ifland floating near the Shore. 

In wanton Paſtime he ſucks in with Faſe, 

Then ſpours againſt che Skies th' exhauſted Seas : 
Like ſome prodigious Water-Fngine, made 
Toplay on Heavn, if Fires ſhould Heavn invade, 
So fair, fo rich a Paradiſe as this, 

Almighty Power call'd from the dark Abyſs : 

To keep the Birth-Day of the World, the Spring 
Does all her Joys and fragrant Riches bring. 
Nature appearing in her bizghteſt Dreſs, 

Does all her Sweets and Heav nly Charms expreſs. 
The Sphears in tuneful Mealures Roll above, 
And Heav'n's bright Orbs in beauteous Order move. 
The ſmiling Earth diſcovers perfect Joy, 

Where nothing noxtous can 1ts Peace annoy. 
The 4zr's fo foft, ſuch balmy Odours fly, 

So ſweet the Fruits, fo pure and mild the Sky, 
The Bliſsful States, too great to be expreſt, 

By all the Pleaſures of the wanton Eaſt, 

By th' Arab s Sweets, from Zephirs tender Wings 
Gencly ſhook oft, or what the Merchant brings 
Of Forreign Luxury with tedious Toil, 

From 4fa's Coaſt, or ſoft Campania's Soil. 
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God view d his Creatures, and pronounc'd them Goed. 


But {till there wanted one who might adore 


D:vine PerteCtions, and Heavns Gifts implore. 
Who might himſelf, and his great duthor know, 


Obey his God, and Rule as God below. 


Then Man was made, the Author fram'd and wrought 


The nobler Mould, with more Concern and Thought. 


His Mznd made up of pure Etherial Air, 


Came from the Hands Drvine all Brighr and Fair. 


And lodg' in Clay, did at its Entrance give 
So quick a touch, as made that Clay to live :: 
And both united with fuch wondrous Arr, 

In part he's Ange!, 4uimal 1n part. 


In whom the Bounds of both the Worlds are ſeen, 
Where Earth does terminate, and Heav® begin. 
One part, like ſprightly Flames, will upward move, 


Kin to the bleſt, unbodyd Mends above ; 
The other, only ſhap'd and quicken d Earth, 


From moulded Duſt receives its humble Birth; 


Yer Life Divine, and high PerfeCtion gains, 
Ennobled by the Gueſt it entertains. 
His Form erect, and Cherub-like his Face, 


Where Sweetneſs temper'd Stern and Manly Grace. 


Mild to be lov'd, and awful to be fear d, 

He, like ſome new diſcover d God, appear'd. 
Then did th Almighty to his Boſom give, 
To bleſs him perfectly, his Conſort Eve. 
Of a more ſoft and nicely temper d Mould, 


Her ſtrokes were tender, his more ſtrong and bold. 
Sweetnelſs that raviſh'd, milder than the Morn, 


And perfect Beauty did her Looks adorn. 
She like a Goddeſs, with the Heavnly Charms 
Of bluſhing Innocence, comes to his Arms, 
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What Joys Divine did off the Fovrite wait, 
Theſe happy Hours that knew his Native State! 
His Work thus finiſh'd, and Creatzon done, 

Th' Almighty teſts on his Eternal Throne. 
Straight che loud Shouts and Acclamations givn, 
Shook the high Towers and jarring Gates of Heav n. 
There ſtood an Alabaſter Mount that ſhone, 

In th' Air ſublime, from the Imperial Throne 
Remov'd at diſtance, and between them lay, 
All pav'd with Stars, a broad, frequented way. 
Hither for great Aſſemblies they repair, 

From all the Regions of th Echerial Air. 

Here they in perfe&t Love and Peace debate, 
Th' affairs that moſt affect their ſacred Stare. 
Hither the Princes of the Heavnly Court, 
Follow d with Throngs unnumber'd, now reſort. 
There met, a ſolemn Jubilee they V ote, 

In Honour of the Wonders lately wrought. 
Straight a Preceſſion publick was enjoyn'd, 

And thus perform'd t' adore th Eternal Mind, 


Trumpets marchd firſt, and chiefly that whoſe Sound, 
Shall {trike Convulſtons chro the crembling ground ; 
Break their dark Priſons down, and call away 

Th' awaken'd Dead, on the great Judgment Day. 
Next Heav nly Vzols, ſofr harmonious Flutes, 

Reſounding Dulcimers, and tuneful Lutes 

And Harps, like that which hangs the glittring Pride, 
As Poets feign, of young Apollo's (ide. 

Wirh perfect Skill here choſen Cherubs play, 

And Celebrate th' Almighty's Reſting Day. 

Then the bleſt Yoces came with Hymns of Praiſe, 

Angelick Muſick, ſweet Melodious Lays, 
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Such as bright Spirirs in high Raptures ſing; 
Around the Throne of their Eternal King. 

Now the firſt Rank of Potentates and Peers, 
Mighty Arch-4ngels, and high Thrones appears. 
Crowns of ſubſtantial, maſly Glory made, 

Adorn'd with Gems, and Flow rs which never Fade, 
And Greens of Heavnly growth all wreathd between, 
Are on the Heads of this bright Order ſeen : 

Freſh Greens and Flow rs, ſuch as their Gardens bring, 
Bleſt with mild Rays, and Everlaſting Spring. 

Vials of Incenſe in their Hands they bear, 

And the ſweer Clouds in Wheels roll up the Air: 
Odours not to be told, fannd from chem fly, 

And wondrous Fragrancy Perfumes the Sky. 

Each had his Lyre, which from his Shoulders hung, 
With Golden Wire, like radiant Sun-beams, ſtrung. 
Such was their Splendour, with ſuch Grace they trod, 
In Looks and Motion each appear d a God, 

Hither thick Crowds of vulgar Angels made, 

And to admire this glorious Order {taid, 
And, as they paſs d, humble Obeifance paid. 

Then lower Ranks in long Proceſſion paſs'd, 

With Growns and Badges of Diſtinction grac'd. 
And all fo Splendid, all ſo Rich and Gay, 

That Heavn before, neer ſaw fo bright a Day. 
Unfading Roſes of a Heavnly Red, 

On the bright Pavement were profuſely ſpread. 
Elyfzan Jeſs'mine, and bleſt Amrant lay, 

In od'rous heaps along the Milky way. 

The Fountains all, ſuch Coſt was then beſtow 'd, 
With unexhauſted Springs of Ne&ar flow d. 

And now advancd before th Imperial Throne, 
Which lofty with exceſhve Brightneſs ſhone, 
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They from th' uneafie Luſtre of the Light, 
ProteCted with ſpread Wings their dazled fight. 

In proſtrate Adoration down they tell, 

Oppreſt with Glory unſupportable. 

Entranc'd, Tranſported, Raviſh'd, there they Iy; 
And with bleſt Hallelujabs fll the Sky. 

In Songs Sublime they praiſe th Eternal Mind, 


His Works from all the Ages paſt delignd, 

His Greatneſs, Wiſdom, Empire unconftin d. 

His Zuſftice, that no Force or Prayer can move: 

His ſpotleſs Truth, and Everlaſting Love. i 
They Sing th' Eterna/ Son's Immortal Praiſe, 

And to an equal height the ſacred Spri raiſe. 

Then all ariſing from che facred Quire, 
Ocrflowing with unbounded Joys, retire 

To the bleſt Shades of the Celeſtial Bowers, 
Where oft they chooſe to paſs their happy Hours. 
Their Hunger here delicious Banquets met, 

Wich vaſt Profuſion on rich Tables fer, 
Banquets Divine, not ſuch as Mortals Ear. 

High Diſhes in long Pompand Order ſtood, 

Filld with choice Fruits, rare Meats, all Angels Food. 
Ambroſual Juices, ſweet NeFtarean Wine, 

Raviſh'd their Taſt, and made their Faces Shine. 
The Sons of God thus cheard, diſlolve in Joy, 
Whilſt his high Praiſes their bleſt Tongues employ. 
In Joys and Triumphs ſo the Day they ſpend, 

Such Muth and Show the Feſtival attend. 

Then, when the Evning came, or what inſtead 
Of Evening there, does in its turn ſucceed - 
Glorious Illuminations made on high, 

By all the Conſtellations of the Sky, 

In bright Degrees, and ſhining Orders plac'a, 
SpeCtators charm'd, and the bleſt Dwellings grac'd. 


Through 
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Through all th' inlighc'n'd Air rare Fireworks fley 
Which the Celeſtial Youth with Shouting threw. 
Comets fly up with their red {weeping Train, 
Then fall in Starry Showers, and glicc'ring Rain. 
In th' Air ten Thoufand Meteors blazing hung, 
Which from Heavn's gilded Battlements were flung. 
Here furious, flying Dragons hiſling came, 

Here harmleſs F:res play in a lambenc Flame. 

Such univerſal Joy in Heav'n they ſhew'd, 

And in ſuch hallow d Mirth the day conclude. 

In ſuch Delights they paſs their time above, 

And ſo ſhall we, if like them, we Obey and Love. 
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In all the Joys that happy Minds attain, 
Bleſt Adam firſt began to live and reign. 
He to fair Eden's Paradiſe reſorts, 

Where every Senſe 1ts proper Pleaſure courts. 

The joyful Spring by ſoft Favonus fan'd, 

Diftus'd her Riches with a wanton Hand. 

From new-blown Flowers Juxurious Odours fly, 
And Heav'nly Laudſchapes meet his raviſhd Eye. 
Thetwining Branches weave him ſhady Bowers, 
And Hony-Dews fall in de]ictous Showers. 

Birds with their Songs their Soveraign ſalute, 

From Boughs that bend beneath their Golden Fruic. 
Pure Streams to him their Cryſtal Waters bring, 
And the glad Fiſh leap up, to ſee their King, 

The harmleſs Beaſts their humble Homage paid, 
And the ſole Monarch of the World obeyd. 
Uninterrupted Peace his Mind poſleſt, 

And Joys unutterable fill d his Breaſt. 

He view his great Creator s glorious Face, 

Clearly refleCted from fair Natures Glaſs: 
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On her bright Form he ſaw th Impreſſions ſhine, 

- Of Wiſdom Infinite, and Pow Divine, 

Whence all things, as free Emanations flow, 

As Streams their Being to their Fountain owe. 
Which binds faſt Nature's vaſt unſhaken Frame; 
Leſt it diffolve to Nothing, whence ic came. 
Whilſt in his Thoughts che pleaſing Objects move, 
He feels his Breaſt all fird with Heav 'nly Love. 

His Eyes thus fixt, the great Seducer's Skill, 

Could not engage his Thoughts, or move his Will. 
A day ſerene ſmil'd on his God-like Mind, 

Free from black Clouds, and undiſturb'd with Wind- 
No Gw/t , no Frown from Heaven diſturbs his Soul; 
Calm as deep Rivers in ſtill Evenings roll. 

No Storms of Paſſion, ſuch as us moleſt, 

Annoys the Peaceful Region of his Breaſt. 

No boiling Luſt ſwell'd the oerflowing Blood, 
Tobear down Reaſon with th impetuous Flood. 
His ſpotleſs Mind knew yet noother Fire, 

Then thoſe pure Flames, which Heav'nly Minds inſpire: 
O happy Man ! above deſcriprion bleſt, 

Had he maintain'd the Station he poſleſt. 

Upon the Cryſtal R:ver's Rowry {ide, 

Which winding did in flow Meanders glide 

As loath to leave the bliſsful Place, rhere ſtood 


A Tree that roſe above th Heſperian Wood, 

Its Fruit ſeem'd pleaſant, but forbidden Food. 
For he who with enormous Bounty pours 

On Man, freſh Pleaſures 1n inceſlant Showers ; 
That nothing can diſturb his flowing Joys, 
Unleſs Variety ſuſpends his Choice : 

Bids him not Eat the fatal Fruit, co prove 

His due Obedience, and his conſtant Love. 
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The grand Apoſtate for high Crimes diſplac'd, 
From Heav n, by fierce Almighty Vengeance chas'd, 
Till down ch unfathom'd Precipice he fell 
Confounded to the fiery Gulph of Hell : 

With Rage and Envy ſees Man's happy State, 
Whence he for ever loſt had fall'n fo late. 

Himſelf undone urgd with infernal Spight, 

And dire Revenge, makes Ruin his delight. 

That he from Heav'n mighc this fair Province gain, 
That Stn and Death might wider Sway attain, 

And he his baleful Empire might extend, 

Conceald beneath the ſpecious Air of Friend, 
He does to Man the fatal Tree commend ; 

As ſuch whoſe Worth tranſcends the greateſt price, 
The Flower and Beauty of his Paradiſe. 

Pleafing to Taſt, but much more to the Mind, 
Which thoſe that Ear, ſhould boundleſs Knowledge find. 
Then points up to the fair forbidden Meat, 

Bids him be Wiſe, and boldly take and Ear. 

He tempts him wich the flatt'ring Hopes of Bliſs, 
Great as his God's, and laſting too, as his. 

This gaudy Scene of Glory charm'd his Eye, 

And his proud 1houghts at God-like Greatneſs fly. 
The bright 1//xfron turn'd his giddy Head, 
And withvaſt Hopes his vain Ambition fed. 
Thus gazing at the Glory of a God, 

The Precipice was hid, on which he trod. 
The ſplendid Phantome now advances nigh, 
And in his reach appears Dzvimty. 

Which ſtraight he graſps at, and co hold the more, 
Empties his Hand of what 1c held before. 

But ſooner might he graſp unbody d Minds, 

And with clos'd Arms claſp in the raging Winds. 


——_——_ — —— 4 OE. 7, 
jeg wy.) =o CY” 2 WC I eee re TV \-3- 


adn A 


Q 


4 : 7 
_ 
MER. > _— —  — —— Ph, 
» Ms. 
- 4a Sw. 


” woo v——- ho ad _ 


48 4 Prince Arthur. BI Book 4H. 


The glorious Shadow from his Hands does Hide, 
Mocks his Embraces, and defeats his Pride. 

He Ear, but did no other Pleaſures find, 

Than the ſad Terrours of a guilty Mind. - 

His cheated Hopes can no new Knowledge boaſt, 
But of the 11] he feels, and Good he loſt. 


Thus fell loſt Man, ſtraight troubled Nature moan'd, 
And ſhaking, with a ſtrong Convulfion groand. 
Evn Paradiſe look'd Sad, the Herds repin'd, 

And lofty Cedars ſhook without a Wind. 

The Roſes fade, the Golden Apples turnd 

Pallid, andall the Sick Creation mourn d. 

To the thick Trees in vain falln Adam made, 

To hide his blacker Guilt beneath their Shade. 

Cloſe Trees may ſo their well mixc Branches ſpread, 
That Sun-beams cannot pierce their ſhady Head ; 
But God s clear Eye needs not ſo groſs a Ray, 

His Glory ſheds a more Illuſtrious Day. 

Bur had he been from his bright Eye conceal 'd, 

The crying Guilc had to his Far reveald 

Apoſtate Man, that Voice to Heav n does riſe | 

Loud, as the Thunder-claps, for which it crics. 
What a black Train of Fees and hideous Fears, 
Headed by one bold Crime, to Man appears! 

T he Serpent s Venom ſpreads through all his Veins, 
And Sims Contagion unreliſted reigns. 

A Deati-like Damp ſhoots through his poifon'd Blood, 
And fears cold Chains arreſt the beating Flood. 

A dreadful Face of "Things confounds his Eye, 

He cannot ſtay ſecure, nor can he fly. 
| Black Thoughts of Vengeance ſeize his guilty Heart, 
And Conſcience wounds him, with her poiſon'd Dart. 
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Amidſt the Trees he ſtarts at every Noiſe, C 
Grows Pale, and thinks he hears th' Almighty's Voice: 

The trembling Branches make him tremble more, 

Now feebler, than the Fig-leaves, which he wore. 


Man's Soul, by this rude Shock from's Center driv'n, 
Stands ſo a-skaunt, and ſo remote from Heav'n, 
Tis ſcarcely warm by its weak, Oblique Ray, 
And has at beſt but a Cold, darkſome Day. 
Fall'n from its bright Echerial Seat on high, 
Down to the loweſt Regions of the Sky, 
It feels th' attraCtive Earth's Magnetick Force, 
And round this low-hung Ball directs its Courſe. 
As when a Planet, once all fair and bright, 
Sickens, and ſhines with pale and faded Light ; 
By ſome fierce Storm bred in its Bowels rent, 
As Clouds are by the Thunder in 'em pent. 
The mighty Orb disjoynted cracks, and all 
The broken Parts in Noiſy Ruin fall. 
The hideous, burning Hull does floating lie, 
And with the wondrous Wreck aftrights the Sky. 
Sometimes it blazes with a diſmal Light, 
And then grown dim,ſeems loſt and drown'd in Night. 
Thea ſinking does the Starry Sky forſake, 
Contented ſome inferiour Seat to take : 
Where Heav'n new moulds the Heap, and from th' Abyſs; 
Calls forth perhaps a Moon, or Earth, like this. 
So Man ſeducd by the Impoſtor fell, 
From Heav'ns bright Coaſts, to the black Verge of Hel. 
There he his Luſtre loſt, and God-like Grace, 
Shews the fad Ruins of a Heavnly Face. 
Where Peace dwelt undiſturb'd, and ſmiling Light, 
Confuſion now, Chaos and horrid Neght. 
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Black, frowning Clouds, and murmuring Thunder roll, 
Ofer the vext Region of his guilty Soul. 

Fierce, driving Storms, and bleak Tempeſtuous Wind 
Beat on the waſteful Deſart of his Mind. 

Revenge, Deſpair, Grief, Jealoufie, and Fear, 

Have in their Turns, ſupreme Dominion here. 
Reaſon dethron'd, muſt the Commands obey 

Of this wild Rout, that holds the Sovereign Sway. 


Mean time, th' Almighty does his Summons fend, 
Thro' Heav'n for all his 4nge/s to attend, 
High in the midſt of che Echerial Skies, 
A Mount of rocky Diamond did riſe ; 
Inſuperably ſteep, and too ſublime 
For the tir d Wings of Cherubims to climb. 
Ofr-looking Heav'ns wide Vales and ſpacious Plains 
It ſtands, and unmoleſted Peace maintains. 
Here the Almightys bright Tribunal ſtands, 
Whence his Decrees are ſent, and high Commands. 
Hence he gives Laws to all the Worlds below, 
And hence eternal Right and Juſtice flow. 
Hence Pumſhments proceed, and juſt Rewards, 
Hence Orders come to all th Angelick Guards, 
To keep the Peace of Heavn, and next ſecure 
On Earth ch afflicted, from th' Oppreſlor's Power. 
And now the Thrones and Powers the Vally fil, 
And ſtand adoring round the ſacred Hill. 
Adam's Rebellion they had newly heard, 
And God's fierce Wrath in dreadful Signs appear'd. 
Lightnings and Thunders iſſue from his Throne, 
Lightnings ſcarce heard of, Thunder ſeldom known. 
Tremendous Murmurs, and a mighty Sound 
Of wondrous Rume from the Hill rebound, 
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T' exprels incens d Onnipotence, conſpire 
Whirlwinds, thick Darkneſs and conſuming Fire, 
Uaiced Terrors, which wich Fury broke 


From the bleſt Mount, whence thus th' Almighty ſpoke. 


The Man I made, and with my Image grac'd, 
And next to your Angelick Order plac'd, 
Revolcing to th Apoſtate Prince of Hell, 
Againſt my Throne has yielded to Rebel. 

The Death I threaten d, now I muſt inflict, 
So Juſtice bids, nor is its Rule too ſtrict. 
You're here from all the Regions of the Sky, 
To hear the Rebe/ doom d, and ſee him Dye. 


He ſpake, and thro' all Heav'n a Terror ſtrook, 
The Spheres, and all the Frame of Nature ſhook. 
the Moon grew Pale, the Sun all Dim appear'd, 
And all the Sons of God ſtood Mute, and feard. 
Th' Almighty his V indiEtive Arm makes bare, 


Stretch'd out his Hand, and did for Death prepare. 


Mercy Shreek d out, and trembling on her Face, 
Fell down, and did with Tears his Feet Embrace, 
Offspring Divine, in Heav'n the moſt belov'd, 

By whom evn Fate unchangeable is moy'd. 

Her Looks ſo moving, ſuch Celeſtial Grace, 

So mild, and ſweet an Air dwell on her Face, 
So tender and engaging all her Charms, 

Thar ofc th' 4/mighty's Fury ſhe diſarms. 

Her Language melts Onmpotence, Arreſts 


Then chus ſhe ſpake : 
Shall the ſucceſsful, ſly Impoſtor boaſt, 


That by his Power the new Creations loſt 2 
H 2 


His Hand, and thence his Vengeful Lightning wreſts. 


Shall 
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Shall he thus Triumph in his impious Deed, 
And all our Hopes defeat from Adans Secd ? 
Muſt this fair Race be loſt, ſo lately made, 

And Hell made Bold your Empire to invade ? 
Adam has ſinn'd, and Heav'n's high Grace abus'd, 
But ſinn'd betray'd, and by Hell's Fraud ſeducd. 
Cant Wiſdom Infinite, Expedients find, 

To puniſh Guilt, and yet preſerve Mankind 2 
Compaſſion, with ſtern Juſtice mixt, will draw 
Honour to Heav ns juſt Government, and Awe 
All from offending the Eſtabliſh'd Law. 


At this, the Eternal Sox roſe from his lace, 
The bright Eftulgence of his Father's Face, 
His fair and expreſs Image, full of Grace. 

In whom Divine, Subſtantial Glory dwelc, 
And who Almighty Life and Y 1gour felc. 
Th Eflential Wiſdom, th' Everlaſting Word, 
The Univerſal Herr, and Soveraiga Lord. 

| And thus he Silence broke, mine be the Task 
To do what Juſtice and Compaſſhon ask. 

To Reſcue Mar, my Selt will Man become, 
Aſluming Subſtance from a Virgin s Womb. 

A willing Sacrifice, Tl Death Embrace, 
Zuſtice t Attone, and Ranſom Adam's Race. 


The Father ſtraight aſlented, Mercy ſmil'd, 
To fee the Serpent of his Prey beguild. 


Jaſtice well-pleas'd, accepts the offerd Price, 
And Heav'n's aton'd by its own Sacrifice. 


The Heavns with loud rebounding Shouts did ring, 


And the glad Angels in new Anthems ſing, 
The Interceſſer, and myſterious Keng. 
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The rolling Years their Circles fill apace, 
And well-breath'd Time runs its appointed Race. 
Till ic brought on the Hour when all ſhould ſee, 
The Son make good to Man, his bleſt Decree. 


That our expected Hope might be enjoy'd, 
D:vinity appears with Man alloyd. 
His native Glory darts deſtruCtive Light, 
And bright Oppreſhon pours on Mortals Sight : 
He therefore draws a humane Veil between, 
That temper d Luſtre might not Kill, when ſeen. 
Here two Extreams of Diſtance infinite, 
In one ineftable, myſterious Knot unite. 
God lives conceal'd, within a Mould of Clay, 
And does in Duſt himſelf, and's Glory lay. 
He that 1n all ch' expanded Skies wants room, 
Lies now encompaſs d with a Virgin's Womb. 
Inmenſity is wrapt in Swadling Bands, 
The Prince by whom the World's wide Fabrick ſtands, 
Supported in his Mother's Arms we ſee ; 
| And vaſt Eternity begins to be. 
He leaves his ſtarry Seat, and glittring Crown, 
And lays his dazling Robes of Glory down. 
Then in an humble travelling Dreſs is ſeen, 
Seeking, as unknown Strangers do, -an Inn. 
Lord of the World, to whom proud Monarchs owe 
Their Crowns and Scepters, he that does beſtow 
Honours and Wealth profuſely on che Great, 


w— 


Can't for his own Repole, find out a Seat, 
But muſt from Men, to kinder Beaſts, Retreat. 
No other Court receives the new-born King, 
Who todebaſe himſelf, did chooſe to bring, 
No other Pomp, but naked Innocence ; 
Nothing for Ornament, or for Defence. 
He 
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He that the Wants of all the World ſupplies, 
Himſelf oppreſsd with Pain and Hunger, Cries. 


He Man's Aſſittance asks in vain, tro whom 
For Aid and Comfort all th' aflifcted come. 


Angels that did the Royal Stranger know, 

The greateſt Signs of Joy and Triumph ſhow. 

The Our-guards of their Camp ſaw marching round, 
Celeſtial Splendor riling from the Ground ; 

And gave th Alarm, the ſhining Squadrons fly 

To th Ourt-lines, and the Frontiers of the Sky; 

To ſee the wond rous Medzator Born, 

Whom they adore, though ſtupid Hebrews ſcorn. 
Some with ſpread Wings ſhoot ſwittly thro' che Air, 
And to the Shepherds firſt the Tydings bear, 

T hat a great Shepherd was at Beth /em Born, 


Whoſe Deeds and T11umphs ſhould thac Name Adorn. 


Tho Angels Sing, obdurate Men are mute, 
Nor will their Saviour, and their Kang ſalute. 


Yet ſome few famous Sages come from. far, 
Conducted by a brighter Morning Star, 
Left all the Wealch and Wonders of the Eaſt, 
To ſee a greater Sun and God rife in the Welt. 
To find the Prince to Herod they reſort ; 
For where ſhould Kings be found, but in a Court 2 


Stands {t1]l, and points down with a ſtreaming Ray, 
To a mean Stable where the Stranger lay. 

Where they with humble Adoration V 1ew, 

The lafanr [zterceſſor, known to few. 

Whom they preſent with Odoriferous Gums, 
Choice Spices, and Arabia's rich Perfumes, 


- Butthe directing Star that led their Way, 


he 
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The Sun of Righteouſneſs begins to riſe, 
And Streaks w ith radiant Lines the Purple Skies. 
Here did he from his healing Wings diſplay, 

The tender Dawn of Everlaſtmug Day. 

Pale Terrour thro' the Courts of Darkneſs flew, 
And Hells fad Regions double Sorrow ſhew. 
Th' infernal Spirits wandring in the Air, 

As Thunder-ſtruck, in Anger and Deſpair, 
With Shreeks and hideous Yellings fly the Sight, 
And the keen Horrour of the Heavy nly Light. 
Like obſcene Birds of Night, they haſte away 
And ſhun in Clefts and Caves the Riſing Day. 
The Prince of Darkzeſs now begins to fear, 

The Diſlolution of his Empire's near. 

Th ambiguous Oracles with Fear ſtruck Dumb, 
Proclaim'd by Silence, the Meſſiah come. 


Troubled and Sad th Infernal Counſel fate, 
Thoughtful how beſt C avert th' impending Fate. 
Various Projections, deep Deſigns were laid, 
How beſt the dreaded Foe they might invade. 
They firlt the Fury ealouſie diſpatch, 

To Herod's Court who might Occaſion watch, 
To kindle ſtrong Suſpictons in his Breaſt, 

Thar ch' Infant from him ſhould his Scepter wreſt. 
She did fo well perform her Helliſh Part, 
Herod ſoon yielded to her ſubtil Art. 

For while the Sages leave their Faſtern home, 
And to admire the wondrous Infant come. 
Herod, afraid his raviſh'd Crown to loſe, 

The Royal Infant's hated Life purſues. 
What to pale Tyrants dreedful won't appear, 
When Love and Innocence can move their Fear. 
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Tis true, 
A Keg, he is, whoſe Empire's valt extent, 
Shall paſs all Bounds, and la{t when Time is ſpent. 
Submiſſhve Monarchs ſhall their Scepters lay 
' Before his Feer, and his Juſt Laws obey. 
Kingdoms oppreſt ſhall his ſtrong Aids invoke, 
And thruſt their Necks beneath his gentle Yoke. 
The Roman Eagles ſhall the Conqueror own, 
And Ceſar Court him toaſcend his Throne. 
Admir'd by all, he ſhall in Triumph go | 


Where fruitful Nz/e, or famd Hydaſpes flow, 
Uncheke by Africk Heats, or Scythian Snow. 
Nations invited by his Fame, ſhall come, 
More than eer made their Court to conquering Rome, 
In ſplendid Embaſſies to ſue for Peace, 

And Worlds unknown his Empire ſhall encreaſe. 
The Earth ſhall baniſh'd Juſtice now regain, 

And Love and Truth attend the happy Reign. 

Soft Peace and Joy the chearful Earth ſhall Crown, 
And Savage Beaſts ſhall Iay their Fiercenels down. 
The Lyon, Wolf, and Lamb, no more their Prey, 
And little Infants ſhall promiſcuous play. 

The years in Golden Harneſs ſmiling pals, 

And keeping beautcous Order run their Race. 

Nor ſhall his Kingdom ceaſe, or Subjects die, 

For when Time finds its empty Channel dry, 
And all its diſappearing Streams ſhall ſleep, 
Loſt and ingulph'd in vaſt Durations Deep : 
Then ſhall this Kg his full Dominion gain, 
And in Eternal Peace, and Triumph Reign. 
But 'tis not Worldly Empire he deſign'd, 

His Scepter is his Grace, his Throne the Mind. 
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Kings unmoleſted may their Scepters ſway, 

And Peacetul Subjects without Strife obey. 
They may unrivalld, and unenyy'd reign, 

And all their Pomp, and Regal State maintain. 
The great Redeemer has his Court unſeen, 

And reigns in Light, and Heavenly Love within. 


But from the falſe Uſurper's Cruclty, 
Ofticious Angels, warn their Prince to fly. 
He and his happy Parents leave their Home, 
And all to Egypr's ſafer Borders come. 

Egypt, tho' for its Monſters famous grown, 

Is now by treach'rous Paleſtine out-done. \ 

For here they find a more ſecure Abode, 

_ Egypt once Facob fav'd, and now his God. 

The wandring God returns, the Tyrant dead, 

To rich Judea's Soil from whence he fled. 

Where he begins his Kingdom to aflert, 

And his muraclous Virtue to exert. 

The Blind receiv'd their Sight, their Feet the Lame, 
And the Damb ſpake to celebrate his Fame. 


Loud Storms and Winds were huſht at his Command, 


And fierce wild Beaſts did tame and harmleſs ſtand. 
The wondring Dead ariſe, and haſty come, 
Obſequious to his Call, from out their Tomb. 
With freſh-created Fiſh and Loaves, he fed 

Th admiring Crowd, that lay around him ſpread. 
To the Decrepit he new Force appoints, 


And with ſtrong Nerves new-brac'd their wither'd Joynts. 


His Breath oft cool'd fierce Feavers raging Flames, 
And his fole Word the deadly Poyſor tames. 
Round him 1n Crowds the ſick and feeble throng, 
The ſick grow eaſe, and the fecble ſtrong. 
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Freſh healing Vertue he diffus'd around, 

And dying Men roſe leaping from the Ground : 
The Languiſhing reviv'd, th' Aﬀicted cheer'd, 
Took healthful Looks, and ſmil'd when he appear'd. 
Demons at his Command yext Men forſake, : 


And to th” Infernal Caves and burning Lake, 
Their haſty Flight, with piercing Screeches take. 


_ And Univerſal Admiration move, 
Of all the chicfeſt was his wondrous Love. 

He whom rebellious Men might juſtly fear, 

In all his choſen Terrors would appear, 

With Military Pomp, and Trumpets ſound, 

His ſhining Hoſt of Cherubs pour'd around ; 

Arm'd with keen Lightning, and the ſharpeſt Sword, 
That all his Magazins of Wrath afford, 

To lay all Waſte before him, and Efface 

All Footſteps of Apoſtate Adam's Race, 

He, uncxampled Love ! Attempts to win 

Man from the Curſe of Death, and Curſe of Sin, 
With Pity, more than that of Mothers Hearts, 

With Mercy's Charms, and Love's perſuaſive Arts. 
His high Deſign was with his Heav'nly Light, 

To chaſe away th' Impenetrable Night, 

That cover'd this loſt World, and re-inſpire 

: Man's frozen Breaſt, with freſh Celeſtial Fire. 

Th Almighty's faded Image to repair, 

That its bright Lines night ſhine diſtinct and fair. 
To raiſe laps'd Minds to that high State of Lowe, 

Of Light and Bliſs, the Bleſt enjoy above. 

To pull all bold Uſurping Paſhons down, 

And ſettle Reaſon in its ancient Throne. 


Such Miracles did his high Office prove, 
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To break Sins heavy Chains, its Slaves relcaſce, 
And fix 'twixt Earth and Heav'n a laſting Peacc. 


The 7ews amus'd with Worldly Empirc's Charms, 
Hoping ſome Monarch with Victorious Arms, 
With Roman Pomp and Grandcur would ariſc, 
The great Redeemer's, humble State deſpiſe. 
Inſpir'd from Hell, his Meſſage they refuſe, 
Deride his Perſon, and his Deeds acculc. 
He that Supplics on all in want beſtow*d, 
Feaſting with Miracles the hungry Crowd : 
Finds from th' obdurate Hebrew no rclict, 
But with the Twelve Companions of his Grict, 
He walk'd on his Etcrnal Purpoſe bent, 
ScatCring his Heay*nly Gifts where'er he went. 
Yet did unwelcom through their Regions itray, 
From thoſe ungratctul Cities thruſt away, 
Whence he had Devils and Diſeaſes calt, 
Him, and his profter'd Heav'n, they from them chas' d. 
Ar laſt his ſpotleſs Innocence traduc'd, 
He ſtands before the Roman Throne accus'd. 
On Ceſar's King, Pilate in Judgment its, 
Condemns him, yet his Innocence acquits. 
To pleaſe th* incxorable Fews he ſheds 
Blood, and Heav*n's dreadful Curſes on their Heads : 
That done, he waſh'd his guilty Hands 1n vain, 
The Blood he ſpilt, alone could Purge that Stain. 


No Form of Cruelty his Focs omut, 
They give ſharp Stripes, and on his Face they ſpit ; 
Which now adoring Angels bluſh to ſee, 
Nat for its Splendor, but Detormuty. 
To pleaſe united Cruelty and Scorn, 


On's wounded Head, they: fix a Crown of Thorn: 
I 2 They 


60  Prmce Arthur. Book IL 


They dreſs him in a Purple Robe, that gone, 

His Blood with richer Purple dycs his own. 

A Reed his Hand muſt for a Scepter ſway, 

Which with a Rod of Ir'n ſhall that Contempt repay : 
They bow in Scorn beforc him, whulſt he ſate 

A Pageant Prince, the mockery of State. 

What various Shapes of Cruelty arc ſhewn, 

Undcr, and on his Croſs he's made to groan: 

And yet he bears a heavier Load within, 

The preſſure of the World's united Sin. 

Stretcht on the curſed Tree his Body hangs, 
Groaning its Life away in dying Pangs. 

Forſaken both of Earth and Heay*n, his Breath 

He waſted in the Pains of lingring Death : 

Whilſt on his Soul the blackeſt Horrors dwell, 

That feels the Pains, without the Guilt of Hell. 
The barb'rous Hebrews for whoſe ſake he dy'd, 
Stand by, and ſee their Sov'raign Crucify'd, 
Without the {light Compaſſion of a Tear, 

Scarce in the Crowd, does one fad Face appear. 
Their Inſolence dares mock his dying Moans, 

Sport with his Torments, and deride his Groans: 
Though ſolid Rocks touch'd with Compaſſion rent, _ 
The more obdurate Few docs not relent. 


For Man he dics, that Heav*n may be aton'd, 
He dies, the Univerſe atflicted groan'd ; 
Heav'n's everlaſting Frame ſhook with the Fright, 
And the ſcar'd Sun ſhrunk back, and hid his Light. 
Thro* th Earth's dark Vaults a ſhiv'ring Horror fled, 
That whil't Convuls'd threw up th' awaken'd Dead : 
Thin pallid Ghoſts come ſweeping o'er the Graſs, 
And howling Wolves glare on them as they paſs. 


Hoarſe 
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Hoarſe Thunder rolls in Subtcrrancan Caves, 
Chaos to hearken ſtills his raging Waves. 
Ev'n Hell gap'd horrible, ſuch was the fright, 

And thro? the Chaſm let thro' prodigious Night: 

Night that extinguiſh'd the Meridian Ray, 

And with its gloomy Deluge choak'd the Day. 

Sad Moans were heard,Shreeks, Howlings, Midmight Cries, 
And Globes of Fire hung blazing 1n the Skics. 

A fierce Convullion thro' the Temple went, 

The Pillars trembled, and the Veil was rent. 

The Heawv'n's and Earth both ſuftcr'd when he dy d, 

As Nature's Self, were with him Crucity'd. 

Down by their Sides the ſilent Angels, laid 

Their Golden Harps, and neither ſung nor play'd ; 
Their drooping Wings, and Looks dejected ſhow 
Sadneſs, as much, as thoſe bleſt Realms can know. 


Thrice the ſwift Sun, his radiant Chariot drove 
Ofcr the blue Hills, and out-ſtrerch*d Plains above : 
As oft the Moon had ſhot her paler Light, 

In Silver Threads thro? the brown Veſt of Night : 
When the Reviving Saviour Icaves his Tomb, 

And, as new-born, breaks from the Earth's dark Womb. 
The Chains of Death ſhook oft, he from the Ground, 
Do's with new Force, Antezxs like, rebound : 

He comes in Triumph from the conquer'd Grave, 
And this bleſt proof of Reſurrefion gave. 

Otr to his mourntul Friends their Lord appear'd, 
And their ſad Minds with Heay*nly Pleaſures cheer'd : 
He then the Plan of his wife Kingdom laid, 

Who ſhould fabmut, and who ſhould be obey'd. 
To theſe he gave a Power to looſe, and bind, 

And with fixt Bounds that Sacred Power confhin'd : 
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He ſet the Rights his Subjects ſhould enjoy, 
Which Princes muſt Protect, but not Annoy : 
And by wiſc Laws fixt all things that rclate, 
To the Support of his new founded State. 


Born on a ſhining Cloud he did ariſc, 

In Hcav'nly Pomp Triumphant thro the Skics. 
The Clouds dividing in Obſequious haſte, 

Smul'd, gilded by his Glory, as he paſsd. 

Great Michael, Raphael, and the reſt that boaſt, 
The chicf Commands 1n the Celeſtial Hoſt, 

Great Princes, Thrones, and high Seraphick States, 
With ſplendid Equipage pour'd from the Gates ; 
Sublime in high Cclcſtial Chariots rode, 

Far out of Heav'n, to mect th' aſcending God. 
The Pow'rs and high Domumions with their Train, 
W Shone glorious bright on all th' Echerial Plain. 
W— On a fair Hill that the wide Vale commands, : 


That done, pur{u'd by their admiring Eyes, 


The numberlcſs Angclick Army ſtands, 

Prawn up in ſhining. Lines, and Warlike Bands. 
The Trumpets all ſalute him paſling by, 

And 1n the Air diſplay*d the Banners fly. 

And now arriv d at Heay'n's Eternal Gate, 
Attended with his long Triumphal State, 

The blcſt Inhabitants due Honours give, 

And all in Arms, their conquering Prince receiyc. 
Diſpos'd in glorious Ranks each Order Shines, 
And all the way the bright Militia Lines. 

On's Chariot Wheels the thronging Cherubs hang, 
With whoſc loud Shouts the Heav'n's high Arches rang. 
Thus did he to th' Eternal's Palace ride, 

The Guards ſtood to their Arms on cither Side : 


Entring 
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Entring he took his Place, and Brightly ſhone 

On the Right Hand, of his great Father's Throne : 
Where he ſhall our great Interceſ/or ſtay, 

T1ll the laſt Summons to the Judgment Day. 


He ceas'd, and Hoel in his Arms embrac'd, 

His God-like Friend, and cry'd, Fm highly grac'd 
With this Divine Diſcourſe, what Thanks to you, 
Illuftrious Prince, what Thanks to Heav'n are due * 
Bleſt Peace came watted on the raging Waves, 

And your late Wreck, me and my Kingdom faves. 
Kind Heay'n tor me hath call'd forth Joy and Light, 
From thoſe fierce Storms, and that outragcous Night, 
That forc'd your Veſlels on th' Armorick Shore, 
Your Loſs I mourn, but Heay'n's Deſigns adore. 
Long have I ſtray'd in gloomy Darkneſs loſt, 

Deep Gulphs, thick Woods, and trackleſs Mountains croft ; 
In endleſs Mazes, and in endleſs Night, 

Without a Glimpſe of Day, or Ray of Light. 

The Gates of Light thrown open, you diſplay 

The farſt reviving Beams of Heay'nly Day: 

Which darts acroſs the Shades in ſhining Streaks, 

And on my Mind 1n tender Dawning breaks. 

How much I wiſh to ſcc this Light Divine, 

Riſe to its Noon, and in full ſplendor ſhine ? 

You've open'd Heav'n's Ercrnal Springs, whence flow 
Thoſe ſacred Rivulets, which you beſtow 

On the parch'd Region of this barren Breaſt, 

Now with pure Streams of Living Waters blett. 

I drink them in with Joy, but thirſt tor more, 

And for this thankful, ſtill more Aid 1mplore. 


Thus ſpake, all Seaſons offer'd I'll improve, 


He ceas'd, the Prince who to oblige him ſtrove, 
To give more Light, and kindle greater Love. 
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My Toil and Sufferings when review'd, will pleaſe, 
Caus'd by the ſtormy Winds and angry Seas, 

If I can thus affiſt your Heav'nly Courſe, 

Thro' gloomy Night, thick Miſts, and Tempeſts force, 
Thro' all the Snares of Hell, till you attain 

Th Ecernal Haven, where bleſt Spirits Reign. 

Now to the Foor of Heay'n's ſteep Precipice, 

Ready to plunge into the deep Abyſs, 

The Red-fac'd Sun had rolld the ſinking Day, a 
Shooting along the Plains a level Ray. i 
The loving Twrtle to his Airy Neſt, 

Flies with his moaning Mate, to Coe, and reſt. 

The timorous Hare ſteals from the Brakes to feed, 

And from the Yoke the lab'ring 0x 1s freed. 

With ſtrutting Teats the Herds come lowing home, 
And Beaſts of Prey o'er Hills and Forreſts roam. 

And now the Princes, that had paſs'd the Day : 


In various talk, to Conda came, to ſtay 
Till the appearance of the Morning Ray. 


Prince 


 - 


Book LIL. = 65 


Prince Arthur. 


eiwan 


BOOK II 


OW the Victorious Sun the Night invades, 
Chaſing from Hill to Hill, the flying Shades. 
Up roſe the Princes, and were ſoon prepar'd 

To take their Way, attended with their Guard. 

In the ſame Chariot friendly they abide, 

Maintaining pleaſing Converſe, as they ride. 

The Britiſh Captains, and th' Armorick Train, 

On cither Side their generous Courlſer's rein. 

They paſt not far, when Hoe/ thuſt addrefſt, 

With pleaſing Looks, his Pions, Britiſh Guett : 

Your lofty Subject now, brave Prince, reſume, 


- How ſhall your Lord from Heav'n to Judgment come, 


What follows, what precedes the general Doom ? 


The Briton then began : 
Before the Son of God appears on high, 
Prodigious S1gns are ſcen thro' all the Sky. 
New-lighted Comets ſhake their Fiery Hair, 
Or trail their flaming Trains along the Air. 
Vaſt circling Flakes of Fire the World amaze, 
And intermixt, prodigious Meteors blaze. 
The Sky ſhines terrible with Lightning's Flame; 
And Thunder ſhakes the Univerſal Frame : 
Th' impetuous Roar, o'crturns Heav'n's lofty Towers, 
And Starry Fragments fall in burning Showers : 
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Rent Clouds, pour Seas of raging Sulphur down, 
Whoſe livid Flames th* extinguiſh'd Sun-beams drown. 
Croſs the red Air the flaming Torrents fly, 
Guſhing from all the fiery Springs on high. 

The mclting 0rbs, and Firmaments conſpire, 

To make up one Tempeſtuous Sea of Fire. 

The glowing Sphears diflolve with Heat, and all 

In mighty Floods of liquid Cryſtal fall. 

The lofty Digues gape wide, that ſtood around, 
And from the dark Abyſs did Nature bound ; 

Chaos comes pourrmg thra* the hideous Crack, 

And Narure's Ruins, and th' amazmg Wreck 

Of burning Worlds, lie floating on his Waves : 
Scarce its high Bank th' Empyreal Region faves. 
Heav'n's ſpacious Babs are on cach other hurPd, 
Ruin with Ruin cruſh'd, and World o'crturn'd with World. 
Confuſion, Noiſe, and Horror fill the Air, 

The Earth, loud Crics, Diſtraction, and Deſpair. 
Fierce Storms of raging Vapours, that aſpire, 

Mixt with hot Stcams, from ſubterrancan Fire, 
That Lakes of Sulphur burning all beneath, 

' That kindled Naphtha, and hot Metals Breath ; 

The Earth's grip'd Bowels with Convyullions rack, 
And with loud Nolſe their trembling Priſons crack. 
Impriſon'd Thundex roars for wider room, 
Proclaiming loud the Worlkd's approaching Doom. 
The Globe diſtorted, burſt, disjoynted, rent, 

Gives to the burning Exhalations vent : 

Thro* gaping Clefts, the flaming Tempeſt flics, 

And Hurricanes of Fire confound the Skies. 

Great Cities, Mountains, Rocks, and ſhatter'd Hills, 
Vaſt abrupt Tracks of Land, and ſinking Iles, 
Sap d by the Flame, that underneath deſtroys ; 

Fall down with mighty Cracks, and dreadful N oiſe, 
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Prodigious Ruine filling all the Caves, 

And daſhing high thc ſubterranean Waves. 
Mina, Veſuvius, and the fiery kind, 

Their Flames within blown up with ſtormy Wind ; 

With direc Concutlions, and loud Roar complain 

Ot deadly Gripes, and fierce conſuming Pain. 

The lab'ring Mounts belch drofly Vomut our, 

And throw their melted Bowels round abour. 

Broad Sheets of Flame, Pillars of Pitchy Smoak;, 

And glowing Stones, . the Airy Region choak. 

Down their ſcorcht Sides metallick Torrents flow, 

And form a diſmal, flaming Sea below : 

The fiery Deluge rolls along the Ground, 

Dreadful for Colour, horrible for Sound. 

Huge Stones, and vaſt unmelted Cakes of Oar, 

The thick, unweildy Tide encumber more. 

Horrour in Triumph, ſmcar'd with Smoak and Blood, 

Rides croſs the Ridge of the tremendous Flood. 

It burns new Channels riding o'er the Plain, 

And turns o'cr Citics with its pond*rous Train. 

Down to the Deep it rolls its maſly Waves, 

Out-roars thc Occan, and its Waters braves: 

Plung'd in the Seas it unextinguiſh'd hes, 

And o'cr the Waves the glowing Wedges rile. 

Th' affrighred Seas the burning Horrour fly, 

And the bare Shores beneath the Deluge fry. 

Into the Air th* exhaling Occan goes, 

Where Waters ſlept, a Lake of Sulphur glows, 

All the hot Secds, and hidden Storcs of Fire, 

From ſubterrancan Priſons freed, conſpire 

With their bright Arms to lay all Nature waſte, 

And to the general Conflagration haſte. 

A fiery Chaos Reigns with lawleſs Power, 


And unreſifted Flames the World devour. 
K 2 Thelc 


4, 


4 
4 
\ 
s 


> 3% Ka 
6-0 
"ik 
Ry. 
S$! 


- PL ws £ | ' "IF; 
« 6% "= lt L " EW. 5 
Wb Ab ic i is. en Ne oy KS, = 2" 63S G 
4 = wy -- .- _ , . > GG 
® =» ie Long _ 
2 
wy 


os 


es 


_ — 
"_—_ 


6 I : Prince *<HPRRY Book Ill 


Theſe Signs firſt giv'n, amudſt the Starry Sphears, 
With all the Pomp of Heavy'n the Fudge appears. 
Before his Chariot Wheels, that roll on high, 
Whirlwinds, and Clouds diſcharging Thunder fly, 
And curling Lightnings run along the Sky. 

Immortal Thrones, pour'd out from Heay*n's bright Gates, 
Domimions, Powers, Seraphic Potentates, 

Crown'd Saints, and Martyrs rang'd in glorious Rows, 
Attcnd his Chariot, and his State compoſe. 

The dazling Pomp ftretches acroſs the Sky, 

From utmoſt Eaſt to Weſt, and paſling by 

The Heav'nly Orbs, comes on deſcending {low, 

Into the Airy Region here below. 

O'er all the Sky, Heav'n's mighty Army ſhines, 
Andthere it halts in deep embattel'd Lines. 

In bright Celeſtial Armour clad, they ſtand, 

Their Swords of temper'd Flame drawn in their Hand: 
They mark a Camp of ſpacious Circuit our, 

And caſt up Cryſtal Ramparts round abour. 

On ſome fit Eminence, they raiſe on high 

Their Lord's Auguſt Pavihon 1n the Sky : 

His bright, ſublime 7ribanal here they place, 

On which he ſits, with awful, God-like Grace. 

Such Flames of Fire, wheeling in Clouds of Smoak, 
Iflue from thence, as from Mount Sinai broke. 
Array'd with Majeſty, and cloath'd with Light, 

He Glory darts too fierce for Angels Sight. 

In Hallelzjahs they lis Greatneſs ſing, 

And the ſhook Sphears, with loud Hoſannahs ring. 
Thus on the Throne, the Saviour fits prepar'd, 

To judge the World, to puniſh and reward. 
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Graſping revenging Fircbrands in their Hand, 
And only wait their Leader's high command. 

The Signal giv*n, a general Shout, ſhall ſhake 

The Heavy n's around, greater than Armies make 
Ruſhing to Battel, or was heard in Rome, 

When conquering Caeſar camc in Triumph home. 
Their furious Arms devouring Tempeſts throw 
On all the guilty, crembling Worſd below. 

They pour down mighty, ficry Catarafts, 

Flaming Bitumen, and Sulphurous Lakes ; 

Red Showers of fiery Arrows hiſſing fly, 

And flaſhing Lightning flames around the Sky. 
Fires from above, combin'd with Fires below, 
O'cr all the Earth in ruddy Torrents flow. 
Vengeance Divine, wattes Nature's burning Store, 
And drowns the Earth in Fire, all drown'd m Guilt before, 
The Heat diflolves the Fabrick of the World, 

The broken parts fall down, contus'dly hurl'd : 
Chaos reſtor'd does in wild Triumph reign, 

And ruin'd Worlds his hideous Throne ſuſtain. 


And now th' unnumber'd Armics ready ſtand, 


Some great Archangel row ſprings torth on high, 
And with the loudeſt Trumper of the Sky, 
Summons th' aſtoniſh'd, gazing World to come, 
To Judgment, and the Univerſal Doom. 
The dreadful Noiſe ſhakes Heav'n's Echerial Mounds, 
And in loud Ecchoes from the Sphears rcbounds : | 
In Ecchoes terrible, and picrcing ſhrill, 
That the low World with dire Amazement fill. 
The guilty Fiends ſhreek out at theſe Alarms, 
Thar in the Air fly thick in murmuring Swarms: 
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Their Prince himſclf trembles, and darcs not ſtay, 
Bur ſpreads his broad, dun Wings, and ſhoots away. 
They ſink confounded to th' Infernal Deep, 

Or into Clefts, and hollow Mountains creep. 

They find the fatal Hour's arriv'd art laſt, 

Thar ſhall revenge their bold Rebellions paitt : 

When to their Torments they ſhall be reſtram'd, 
And lic bencath, on flaming Billows chain'd. 

When Hell no morc its Pris'ners ſhall relcaſc, 

And Sin's black Empire muſt for cyer ccaſlc. 


No leſs the dreadtul Sound, and awtul Sight, 
Confound proud 7 yrants, and their Guards aftright. 
What Horrour now diſtracts cach guilty Soul, 

In their ſad Breaſts, what ſtorms of Vengeance roll; 
How will they bear this diſmal Scene of Woe, 

Where will they ſtay ſecure, or whuther go ? 

Terrour, Diſtraction, Anguiſh, fierce Deſpair 

Drink up their Vitals, and their Heart-ſtrings tear. 

Ten Thouſand poiſon'd Darts ſtrike thro' their Reins, 
And wound them with unſufterable Pains. 

The Vulture bred within their Bowels gnaws, 

And Conſcience gripes them with her Harpy's Claws. 
Such Wounds, ſuch Stings, ſuch Pangs muſt now be born 
Ot everlaſting Death, the ſad Forlorn. 

What ſtrange Confuſion in their Looks appears, 

What wild Amazement, Guilt and deadly Fears ! 

What howling Lamencation, what direc Cries, 

What dolctul Shricks , and Yellings fill the Skies ! 


Belides, the Trumpet ſhakes the trembling Ground, 
The itartled Dead awaken at the Sound : 
The Grave reſigns 1ts ancient Spoils, and all 
Death's Adamantine Priſons burſt, and fall. 
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The Sozls that did their farc'd Departure mourn, 
To the ſame Bodzes with ſwift Flight return : 
Whaſe ſcatter'd Parts God calls rogcther, they, 
To their appointed 'Mecting haſte away. 

The Crowding Atoms re-unite apace, 
All without cumult, know, and take their place. 
Th aflembled Bores leap quick into their Frame, 
And the warm Blood renews a brighter Flame. 


The quicken'd Duſt feels freſh and youthful Heats, 


While its old Task, the beating Heart repeats. 

The Eyes cnliver'd with new Vital Light, 

Open, admiring whence they had their Sight. 
The Veizxs tao, twine their bloody Arms around 
The Limbs, and with red, leaping Life abound. 
Hard twiſted Nerves new brace, and faſter bind 
The cloſe knit Joynts, no moreto be disjoyn'd. 
Strong, new-ſpun Threds Immortal Mxſcles make, 
That juſtly faxt, their ancient Figure take. 

Brisk Spirits take their upper Scats, and dart 
Thro' their known Channels thence, to every parr. 
The Men now draw their long-forgotten Breath, 
And ſtriving break the unweildy Chains of Death. 
Victorious Life to every Grave reforts, 

And rifles Death's unhofpitable Courts : 

Its Vigour thro' thoſe dark Dominions ſpread, 
From all their gloomy Manſions frees the Dead. 
Now ripe Conceptions thro? the Earth abound, 


And new ſprung Men ſtand thick on all the Ground. 


The Sepulchres are quick, and every Tomb 
Labours with Life, and grows a fruitful Womb. 


But how the Dead are chang'd, their Bodies more 
Unlike cach other, than their Souls betore ! 


How 
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How monſtrous foul the guilty Dead ariſe, 

Each ſtruck with Horrour from his Neighbour flies ! 
How much deform'd they look, all ftain'd with Sz, 
Black and nuſ-ſhap'd without, but more within. 
Ugly and Ficnd-like, from their Graves they craw], 
And on the Ground, like bloated Vermun, ſpraw! : 
And like them too, their Bodies have their Birth, 
From putred Damps and Vapours in the Earth, 

So Serpents that entangled lay aſleep, 

From out their Beds diſturb'd, .and waken'd creep: 
They hiſs, and caſt their fiery Eyes around, 

And with their loathſome Belles mark the Ground. 
For flight their Poyſonous Volumes they diſplay, 
And urg'd with Fear and Anguiſh, haſte away. 

So this foul Brood arc forc'd their Graves to leave, 
And to the Ground their grov'ling Bcllics cleaye : 
Earthy and Black, confin'd ſo long to Night, 

They dread the Horrours of the cheartul Light. 
Amazing change ! ſee, ſome of theſe were they, 
Whoſe Heads were crown'd,whoſe Hands did Scepters ſway. 
Theſe did rich Parple, and fine Linnen wear, 

And every Meal fed on delicious Farc. 

That hideous Thing, that for a Covert ſccks, 

With hollow Eyes, falFn Jaws, and ghaſtly Checks, 
That monſtrous Thing, was once, when kept with Care, 
Proud of its Beauty, and look'd wondrous Fair, 

Set off with all the Ornaments, that pleaſc 

The Eyc, and pamper'd with Luxurious Eaſe. 

Bur how the guilty Crowd, wreckt with Deſpair, 

With diſmal Cries fill all the ecchoing Air ; 

When they the 7rumper's dreadful Summons hear, 

And find the Univerſal Judgment near ! 

Back to their Graves, the ugly Monſters fly, 

And in thoſe Coverts would for cycr he. 
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They call aloud for Death, and wiſh they nught 
Melt to thin Air, be drown'd, and loſt in Night. 


Burt when Bleſt Minds their Bodies meet, no Pair 
Can look more Beautiful, and charming Fair. 
The happy Sozls ſhoot ſwiftly thro' the Sky, 
And to the Graves and Sepulchers they fly : 
Where they their long-forſaken Bodies greet, 
Which, like old Friends, they with freſh Pleaſure meet. 
Bodies, that ſeem, they are ſo Pure and Bright, 
All chicken'd G/ory, cloſe compacted Light ; 
Purg'd and refin'd from all that's courſe and groſs, 
As melted Gold throws off the baſer Drolſs. 
Smiling they riſe, ſuch Charms, ſo ſweet a Grace 
They ſhew, as dwell not on a Mortal Face. 
Theſe riſing Stars their Heav'nly Beams diſplay, 
Bright Harbingers of Everlaſting Day. 
Such Beautics, ſuch muld Glories ſhall we ſee, 
In the glad Spring of Immortality. 
Yet theſe bleſt Sons of Light, that Angel-like, 
Would Mortal Eycs, with deadly Luſtre ſtrike, 
Were thoſe, that once their Excellence diſguis'd, 
Liv'd here oppreſs'd, and like their Lord, deſpis'd. 
Welcom to them this long-expected Hour, 
Sate by their Zadge's Fayour, from his Power : 
High Tides of Joy into their Boſoms run, 
And Everlaſting Life they tee] begun. 
This ſhall paſt Griefs in deep Oblivion drown, 
Compleat their Triumphs, and their Virtues Crown. 
Theſe in the Spring, great Care and Toll beſtow d, 
And water'd with thcir Tcars, the Seed they ſow'd 
The Harveſt now their happy Hours employs, 
In reaping Pleaſures and Immortal Joys. 
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Bright Cherabims deſcending thro” the Air, 

To thcſe bleſt Men with ſpeedy Flight repair, 
Then to the gen'ral Doom aloft they fly, 

And on their Wings convey them thro the Sky. 
In all the way encouraging their Charge, 
Telling of all the Joys of Heav'n at large. 
Plac'd in the Prefence of their Lord, they ſtand 
In their appointed Seats, at his Right-hand. 


Whilſt other Angels from the Deep of Hell, 
Drive up the Fiends that in thoſe Regions dwell. 
With Swords of keeneſt Flame compelling ſome, 
And dragging others to the gen'ral Doom. 

In Anguiſh and Deſpair, the yelling Fiends, 
Curſe, Gnaſh, and Bite th' Eternal Chain that binds 
So cloſe, and ſtrait, then turn their Heads away, 
From the fierce Terrour of ſo bright a Day. 

And impious Mer, in no leſs Horrour, fly 

To all the Shades, and Coverts they deſcry : 
Mountains and Rocks their fruitleſs Cries invite, 
To fall, and hide them from the Zudge's Sight. 
For riſe they muſt, and loſe their vain Detire, 
Caught up in Whirlwinds, and in Storms of Firc. 
| Before the Fudge the Prisners ſtand in fight, 

And take the Left-hand, as the Juſt the Right. 


Th Etcrnal Books before the Judge arc brought, 
Where all Mens long-forgotten Deeds are wrote. 
And firſt are read the Vertues of the 7#ft, 
Their Zeal for Heay'n, their Courage, Hope, and 7ruft : 
The Prayers, the Tears, the Alms themſclves conceal'd, 
Before applauding Angels are reycal'd. | 
The righteous Fadge their Innocence declar'd, 


Allots the glorious Kingdom, he prepar'd 
For purc and holy Minds a bleſt Reward. 


Their 
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Crown the glad Saints with an Officious Hand. 


Who now in perfect Bliſs, their time employ, 
Diſcourling, to promote their murcual Joy, 
How firſt they left the pleaſurable way, 
Where wanton Streams of ſoft Delights, convey 


Their Guardian Angels at their Lord's Command. 


Charm'd Sozls, that with the treach'rous Tyde muſt go, 


To the dead Lake of Pain, and endleſs Woe. 
w firſt they lik'd the dark and loneſome Road, 
Which leads to Bliſs, and the bleſt Minds Abodse. 


How when in Shades they mourn'd, a Heav*nly Ray 


Darted a welcome, tho' imperfect Day. 

How Vertue's guidance they implor'd and gain'd, 
And whart bleſt Converſe with her they maintain'd 
How thro” dark Pathes ſhe did their Feet conduct, 
Corrc& the Wanderers, and the reſt inſtruct. 
How by her Aids they bore tempeſtuous Shocks, 
Climb'd o'er oppoſing Hills, and hanging Rocks ; 
Till they at length the Peacctul Realms did gain, 
Where Joys Divine, and endleſs Tranſports reign. 
How ſweet and fair Crown'd Innocence appears, 

No more toſt on the Waves of Hopes and Fears ? 
On Mortal Face ſuch Beauties never ſhone, 

Like thoſe of Virtue, ſeated on her Throne. 


Next this, th' Apoſtate Angels are accus'd, 
That open Force, or ſecret Arts they us'd, 
To ſet their Leader, on th' Eternal's Throne, 
Subvert Chriſt's Empirc, and advance their own. 
That Man by them ſeduc'd, did firſt Rebel, 
Relinquiſh'd Heav'n, and to their Party fell. 
That they the curſt Defection did ſupport, 
And new-born Men, to new Rebellions Court. 
L. 2 
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That they with indefatigable Care, 

Freſh Heats fomented, and renew'd the War. 
Whence Plagucs and Deſolation wide, and vaſt, 

And uncontroll'd Deſtruction laid all waſtc : 

Hence Noah's univerſal Deluge came, 

And hence the World lies now o'erwhelm'd in Flame. 
For theſe black Crimes they 're ſentenc'd to the Pains, 
Of fiercer Fire, and doom'd to heavier Chains. 


Next Cain's Rebellious Oft-ſpring are accus'd, 
As Hcav'n's inveterate Foes, who long abus'd 
Goodneſs Divine, whom Everlaſting Love, 
And Life Eternal, had no Charms to move. 
They would no reconciling Terms embrace, 
Alike by Threats unchang'd, or Acts of Grace. 
They did with Wine and Noiſe the Method find, 
To Calm a Conſcious, ſelf-revenging Mind. 
To lay aſleep th uncafie Judge within, 
Till they with Care and Pains, grew bold in Sin. 
For when the ſacred Spirit, did convey 
Into their Breaſts, a ſecret Heav'nly Ray, ; 
Which did,where cheriſh'd,ſoon bring on the Day : 
With haſty Care they choak'd the new-ſprung Light, 
Calling to Aid the Shades of Hell, and Night. 
Divine Compallion's Force they never felt, 
Nor would in Flames of Love Eternal melt. 
Their Hearts untouch'd did all Heav'n's Stroaks repel, 
Temper'd, and harden'd in the Forge of Hell. 
No Overtures of Peace, no Offers made, 
Tho' of an endlcſs Kingdom, could perſwade 
The unrelenting Rebels, to lay down 
Their impious Arms, to take a Heav'nly Crown. 
They till afſerred with their Jateſt Breath, 
Their fixt Confed*racy with Hell, and Death. 
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'Tis on them charg'd, that others too thar fell, 
Drawn by their Arts, embark'd for Death and Hell. 
They led them to the flow'ry Banks, and ſhow'd 
The flatt'ring Tide, where ſmiling Pleaſures flow'd. 
Where the charm'd Voyagers did carcleſs ride, 
Bewitching Syrens ſinging on their Side : 

T1ll the falſe Flood betray'd them thither, wherc 

Ir falls into the Gulph of black Deſpair. 


Here ſecret Crimes arc publiſh'd, and his Name 
Who lovy'd the Sir, but fcar'd th* attendant Shame. 
The fly Adulterer, who till the late 
Approach of Night, and filent Shades did wair, 
For the Careſfles of the Harlot's Bed, 

And at the early Dawn of Twilight fled ; 
Is here upbraided, for his careful Flight 
Of Mens, whilſt he contemn'd th' Almighty's Sight. 

Th Audacious Wretch, who did Heav'n's Laws deride, 
And all its Thunder and dire Threats dety'd ; 

Who did cloy'd Nature to freſh Guilt excite, 
Beyond her own cv'n Vicious Appernte : 
Anti-Platonic that could Pleaſure take 

In naked Vice, and finn'd for ſinning's Sake ; 

Who could, abſtracted from Enjoyment, ſport 
With Guilt, and Vice ev'n in Idea courr. 

Who did himſelf, ſo much he lov'd the Fame, 

The ſecret Triumphs of his Luſts proclaim, 

Strives in the Crowd to hide his guilty Head, 
Whilſt his high Charge, and black Indi&tment's read. 
Th aftoniſh'd Wretch Sinks, Trembles, Dies to ſee 
Enrag'd Omnipotence, and frowning Majeſty. 

Such deadly Torments on his Bowels tced, 

Such Agomies he feels, as far exceed 
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All Shapes of Horrour, Mortals ever ſaw, 
Poets invent, or troubl'd Fancies draw. 

Thar There's a God, he gives a full Aflent, 
On the moſt ſure, bur ſaddeſt Argument : 

He can his Being, and his Power arreſt, 

From the Almighty Vengeance in his Breaſt. 
Thus he at laſt believes, and trembles too, 

On the ſamc grounds that tortur'd Spirits do. 
The Drollry which derided Heav'n's juſt Cauſe, 
He hears repeated, but without Applauſe. 

His ]cſts and bold Diſcourſes, will not nt 
This place, nor paſs, ev'n with his Friends, for Wir. 
W1ll he his feeble Arguments produce, 

And make them here, renew their former Uſe ? 
Will he affert his Innocence, and plead, 

"Twas only harmleſs Nature he obey'd : 

That he to Vice did not his Mind enflave, 

But only pleas'd the Appetites Heav'n gave. 
Will he inform the Judge, it cannat be, 

A Bcing Good, and Merciful, as He, 

Can ſo much R1igour to his Errors ſhow, 

And make a Creature for Eternal Woe ? 

The Wretch's bold Objections will appear, 
His wanton Fancy's wild Capriches here. 

Able no more to ſtifle with their Night, 

The natural Dictates of his inbred Light. 
They can't the deadly Stings within controul, 
Nor caſc the Horrors of his tortur'd Soul. 


And now lcſs hardy Pris'ners are Arraign'd, 
Which had not this obdurate temper gain'd. 
Of ſuch a Pendulous, Diſtracted Mind, 


That oft to Heay'n, and oft to Hell incln'd : 
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To make up Peace, they would with neither parrt, 

| But ſhar'd between them a divided Heart. 

Theſe travelFd on fo long the happy Way, 

Which leads to Life, and pure Etherial Day : 

Till they reach'd Heav'n's bright Confines, could deſcry 
The Peacctul World of Immortality. 

But then, diſcourag'd at the ſteep Aſcent, 
And the ſtrait Gate, thro' which the Trav'llers went, 
Gave back, and did of their paſt Toil repent. 

But how they now abhor the Cowardize, 

Which made them almoſt Conquerors, nuſs the Prize : 
Made them deſert a proſperous Cauſe as loſt, 

Which could fo many Spoils, and Triumphs boaſt. 
Curſt Sloth, that could perſwade them to forſake 
Chriſt's Camp, when ſuch a Kingdom was at Stake. 


Each hears his aggravated Crimes at large, 
Devils accuſe, and Conſcience backs the Charge. 
They can't excuſe, or hide their Crimes, nor fly, 
Nor what's the Refuge of the wretched, dy. 
Now let their paſt Enjoyments Succour give, 
Let Wit, and Wine their deadly Fears relieve. 
Let their dear Riches their Aſſiſtance lend, 
Honour and Pomp th' ambitious Man defend. 

Let them ſollicite with their loudeſt Cries, 
Thoſe Gods, they ſerv'd, to fave their Vorarics. 
Bleſt Heav*n, that Man with ſuch a ſwift Career, 
Purſucs thoſe Toys which are ſo uſeleſs here. 


The Fudge will all his Terrours now aflume, 
And thus pronounce the Pris'ncrs dreadful Doom. 
For ever curſcd Souls from me depart, 
As you did oft my Cauſe, I you deſert. 
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Go, burn in Everlaſting Fire, prepar'd 
For Devils, take that ſad, but juſt Reward. 
Sink to the Bottomleſs Abyſs of Hell, 
Where Agonics, and endleſs Sorrow dwell : 
Go to thoſe Manſions of Deſpair, and hc 
In never-ccaſing Torments, go, and dic. 


With Thunder and Tempeſtuous Fire are chas'd, 

To Hell's black Gulph, thro' all th? Etherial Waſte. 
Where they ſhall ſee no chearful Ray of Light, 
Poonr'd to the Horrours of Eternal Night. 

Th Almighty's Arrows Feſter in their Heart, 

Drink up their Blood, and gall with deadly Smart. 
His Wrath conſumes the Wretch, his Power ſuſtains, 
And, like fierce Poiſon, o'er their Vitals reigns. 

They waſte their Souls in Cries, and howling Moans, 
And ſpend Eternity in fruitleſs Groans. 


The Rebels this expected Sentence paſt, 


Now the abſtruſeſt Paths of Providence, 
Which gave the wiſeſt Men ſo great Offcnce, 
Arc ſo unr1ddFd, and made cafic herc ; 

The Night diſpelPd, they ſhine as Noon-day, clear. 
Zaftice, that did till now her Graces ſhrowd, 

And walk'd on Earth, encircled with a Cloud ; 
That did ſuch by, and uncouth Ways frequent, 
Perplex'd with Windings, frightful for Aſcent ; 
Sce this bright Goddeſs to her Throne reſtor'd, 
Unvcils her Majcſty to be ador'd. 

Her Cloud thrown off, her Form is all Divine, 
No Luttre now, her Glory can out-ſhine. 

Such arc the Beaurics of her Charming Face, 
Fair Mercy's Selt, looks not with ſweeter Grace. 


ls 
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And 1n ſo ſtrict a Bond of Friendſhip joyn'd ; 
They ſeem diſtinguiſh'd only by their Name, 

Their Charms alike, their Yotaries the ſame, 
And both arc Worſhip'd with an equal Flame. 


Zuſtice to all in ſuch duc Meaſures ſhown, 
The Judge returns to his Celeſtial Throne : 
And as he gocs, crown'd Saints, and Seraphs ſing 
Loud Songs of Praiſc to their Triumphant King. 
He centers Heay'n attended with his Train, 
Who min the new Jeruſalem ſhall reign. 


The City ſtands on pure expanded Ficlds 
Of riſing Ether, which wide Proſpect yields, 
O'er all the Gulph, and out-ſtretcht Vales below, 
O'er all th' Infertour, ſpacious Orbs can ſhow. 
The Walls are Marble of the richeſt Vein, 
And their high Towers, o'er-look the Azure Plain. 
Of poliſh'd Gold the glorious Structures riſe, 
With gilded Spires, and Turrets 1n the Skies. 
From Heav*niy Quarries on their Front appcar 
Rich Stoxes, like Winter Stars, but far more clear : 
Immortal Rubies, Diamonds, Saphires met, 
In beautcous Mixture, and bright Orders ct. 
Rare Works, where Coſt immenſe, and Art combine, 
Built and adorn'd by th' Architect Divine, 
To be for Holy Minds a bleſt Abode, 
Th' Imperial Seat, and Reſidence of God. 
The Streets are all of fine, Etherial Glaſs, 
Pure, like the ſpotleſs Minds, that thro* them pals. 
Thro” theſe Erernal, living Rivers flow, 
Trees on their Banks, in goodly Ranges ' grow, * 
Which with their golden Fruit, immortal health beſtow. 
M Twelve 
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Twelve Gartcs of Orient Pearl unſhaken ſtand, 

Shut, and unbarr'd by the Almighty's Hand. 

A ſteepy Gulph 1s plac'd beneath the Walls ; 

And down as low as Hells Abyſs, it falls; 

Leſt Hoſtile Fiends ſhould leave their burning Lake, 
And bold Excurſions to- theſe Regions make. 

The Air's Serene, and fit for happy Minds, 

Securc from Thunder, and th' Aſlaults of Winds. 

No Clouds, but thoſe of curling Incenſe riſe, 

By playing Zephirs toſt about the Skies ; 

Which with their gentle Breath ſweet Odours blow, 
Which from Bleſt Woods, and Heav*nly Gardens flow. 
No noxious Damps, the Region's ſo ſublime, 

From Hell's Infernal Caves, can hither Climb. 

No foul terreſtrial Steams pollute the Air, 

No Breaths aſcend, but thoſe of Praiſe and Prayer. 
Eſſential Glory from th' Almighty's Face, 

With its reſplendent Efflux, lights the Place. 

All Heav'n's fair Orbs, thinn'd and beat out in Light, 
Would not ſpread out a Day, ſo pure and bright, 

As that, the Saints Illuſtrious Order ſheds, 

From the encircling Glory round their Heads. 

The vanquiſh'd Sun would there ſeem Dark, his Light 
Whence our courſe Day proceeds,would there make Night. 
So Glorious are the Dwellings of the Saints, 
Out-done by nothing, but th' Inhabitants. 


On lofty Thrones the Heav*nly Princes fir, 
In Robes as white as new-fall'n Snow, and writ 
In Golden Characters, their Forcheads bear 
Their Sawviour's Name, their Breaſts his Image wear. 
Immortal Vigour ſhines on ev*ry Face, 

They look with Mild, but with Majeſtick Grace. 


CO 
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Thick Beams of Light ſtream our from ev'ry Head, ; 


Each Saint docs his own Heav'n about him ſpread, 
His radiant Feet on pointed Glory tread. 


Safe on the Shore with Pleaſure they behold, 
How the thick Waves are on each other rowl'd. 
What Dangers of a ſtrange amazing Shape, 
What fatal Rocks, they ſcarcely did eſcape. 
They hear the Winds grow loud and turbulent, 
See Clouds fwoln big, with Thunder in *cm pent, 
With which the lowring Sky 1s over-cafſt, 
Hang down upon the Scas which they have paſt. 
Viewing theſe Woes themſelves did once cndure, 
They ſtand ſurpriz'd, as it not yet ſecure. 
Amaz'd at all the Glory they poſlcſs, 
Wonder almoſt ſuſpends their Happineſs. 
They on ſo ſweet, and rich a Climate thrown, 
Forget their Dangers, now for cycr gone. 
Th Almighty they enjoy, at whoſe Right-hand 
Fulneſs of Joy, and Life Eternal \tand. 
Down from his Throne, as Light docs from the Sun, 
Rivers of frcſh Dclight for ever run. 
With raviſh'd Eycs they drink in Heav'nly Beams, 
Which from his Face flow down in Glorious Streams. 
They gaze ſo on the Beatijick Sight, 
Till they become all IntclleEtual Light : 
So long they his ſubſtanrial Brightneſs view, 
Till they all grow Divine, and God-like too. 
So quick they feel the nughty Influx come, 
The moſt Capacious, thirſty Souls want room : 
They widen and extend themſclves, to hold | 
Thoſe Floods of Joys, which to their Breaits arc rolFd ; 
Till they a vaſt, unmeaſur'd Bliſs poſſels, 86=_ 


And ſtriyc bencath th' unweildy Happineſs. 
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If bur a Glimpſe of Heav*n, whoſe Glory ſtreams 
Thro' the thick Clouds in weak, retracted Beams, 
Can pleaſe ſo much, what Joys have thoſe above, 
Where perfc&t Knowledge, kindles perfe&t Lowe ? 
Tranſports Incflable their Minds employ, 

Delug'd in Glory, loſt in Tides of Joy. 


Here Innocence will all its Luſtre ſhow, 
The mournful Looks thrown off, it wore below. 
Sorrows for ever baniſh'd hence, repair 
To the low, guilty Regions of the Air. 
There no black Clouds of Diſcontent appear, 
Which ſpread themſelves o'er theſe dark Vallics here : 
No Groans are hcard, no Tears fall down the Face, . 
To interrupt the Joy, of this bleſt Place. 
No croſling Arms, or ſad dejected Eyes, 
Seck our the ſecret Corners of the Skies. 
It Courſe, Terreſtrial Pleaſures, court the Senſe 
With ſuch ſtrong Charms, that few can make defence ; 
When backward Nature's forc'd by Wit, and Arr, 
All her delicious Treaſures to impart. 
When the ſhort Days in all Delights are ſpent, 
Which ſoft, luxurious Afia can invent: 
What are the Nobler Pleaſures, which tranſport 
The bleſt, that reign 1n this Celeſtial Court ? 
Which no Decay, or Internuſſion know, 
Debas'd, when liken'd to the beſt below. 
The Clouds all broke, the Tempeſt chas'd away, 
The ſmiling Skies diſcloſe a cheartul Day. 
They've chang'd the Deſart's dry and barrcn Sand, 
For all the Riches of a fruitful Land : 
Where with Immortal Food they're cycr fed, 
And drink pure Pleaſures at the Fountain's Head. 


Hatrcd, 
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Hatred, Diſtreſs, and Grief, are baniſh'd hence, 
The fad Companions once, of Innoccnce. 

No dying Martyrs Flames, or private Crics 

Ot Innocents oppreſt, diſturb the Skies. 


Here our DPclights are mixt with baſe Allay, 
W:< have at bcit but a Tempeſtuous Day : 
Our Sweets arc full attended with a Sting, 
And great Enjoyments, greater Sorrows brings. 
Dclights, thoſe Beautiful Hiufions, play 
Around us, and, when graſp'd, they ghde away. 
Here tempting Joys, our fond Embraces fly, 
Choice, Foreign Flow'rs, they only Blow, and Dye. 
They ſhew themſclves, but will not with us dwell, 
But, Ike hot Gleams, approaching Storms foretcl. 
Purc unmuxt Pleaſures on us never flow'd, 
But ſtream, like watry Sun-beams, thro* a Cloud. 
But thoſe above, ſec no unlovely Day, 
Their Joys no Mixture know, nor fear Decay. 


In thoſe bleſt Realms they know no thoughtful Care, 


Ever to Triumph 1s th} Employment there. 
There's no Viciffitude of Day, and Night, 

No 7ears, or Ages, meaſure Heav'n's Delight ; 
Time has quite finiſh'd, and gone thro' its Round, 
It did their Grief, but can't their Pleaſure Bound. 
Its Streams here diſembogu'd for ever ly, 

Loſt in th' Abyſs of Immortality. 

They no ſad Fears of future Sorrows know, 
Compleatly Happy, and for cver fo. 


For Ever /! 
We ftrive in vain to hold this Bound Space ; 


Too wide and vaſt, for Mortals to Embrace. 
Our Arms may claſp the Earth with greater Eaſe, 
And ſpread themſelves a-ſhore round all the Seas. 


When 
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When Ages have their wideſt Circle run, 
Heay'n wears not, ſtill its Foys are but begun. 
The Hero's here forget their toil and pain, 
And in Eternal Peace, and Triumph reign. 


No more the Scoffter mocks their pious Care, 
As Native Dulneſs, and ungrounded Fear. 
How different Fate he and the Impious kind, 

_ Chain'd 1n the dark infernal Priſons, find : 
Near the wild Deep where reſtleſs Atoms fight, 
And th' unfrequented Coaſts of ancient Night, 
Where Nature ne'cr on Pregnant Matter fate, 
To hatch warm Life, and its ſtraight Bounds dilate : 
There ſtands the vaſt, unbottom'd Gulph of Hell, 
Where Sin and Death, in all their Terrors dwell. 
Beyond the Verge of Day, theſe Regions lie, 

As low and black, as Heav*n 1s bright and high. 

Horror, and Night hang diſmal o'er the place, 

And grizly Forms fill all the gloomy ſpace. 

Dead Scas of pond'rous Darkneſs lic around, . 

And the ſad Realms, from Light's grey Frontiers bound. 
Darkneſs which blunts the ſharpeſt pointed Ray, 

And unannoy'd, repels th Invading Day. 

The ſluggiſh Air is choak'd with ſoultry Gleams, 
With poiſonous Damps, and ſuffocating Steams ; 
Which from wide Lakes of boiling Sulphur riſe, 

Laden with Groans, and Everlaſting Cries. 

No fuch malignant Breaths, ſuch deadly Recks, 

The delving Miner that hid Treaſure ſecks, 

Fer let out from a ſubterranean Cell, 

As thoſe which break from the black mouth of Hell. 

A fiery Sea burns fiercely all beneath, 

Blown up, and kindled by th' Almighty's Breath. 
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In flaming Heaps the livid Ocear rolls, 

And ſcalding Waves involve deſpairing Souls. 

The boiling Floods terrific Colours ſhew, 

Some deeply Red, and others faintly Blue. 

Theſe with the Shades contend, but can't diſpel 

The Darkneſs which ſurrounds the burning Cell : 

Or it they do, they dart pale, diſmal Light, 

Worſe than the Horrors of the blackeſt Night. 

The troubled Whirlpool belches Burnings our, 

And throws red Seas of Sulphur round abour. 
Columns of Smoke, with ſpiral Flames of Fire 
Inwreath'd, from wide-mouth'd Furnaces aſpire. 
Hence che black Region 1s annoy'd with Fumes, 
Stench, Reeks, and Flame, which kills, but not conſumes. 
So when a Mount, hot with metallick Seeds, 

In its rich Sides a ſecre: Burning feeds ; 

Soultring within, 1t cauts up Pitchy Smoke, 

And the dead Air aſcending Vapours choak. 

In mighty Floods the wide Volcano's throw 

Their melted Treaſures out, and overflow . 
With glowing Torrents, all the Neighb'ring Ground, 
Which lics beneath a burning Deluge drown'd. 
Thro' all the Air the liquid Riches fly, 

And Floods of Fire daſh thick againſt the Sky. 


All Hope for ever baniſh'd flies this Place, 
And fixt Deſpair fits Pale on ev'ry Facc. 
Grief, Anguiſh, Terrour, Shame, Contuſion here, 
In Forms more terrible than Death, appear. 
Here hateful Sin throws off its flatring Charms, 
And ſhews a Monſter in the Sinner's Arms. 
It now no more can pleaſe awaken'd Eyes, 
Stript of ſtoll'n Beauties, and the fair Diſguiſe 


Of 
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Of promis'd Good, it does it ſclf diſcloſe 

Its hideous Shape, and ghaſtly Viſage ſhows. 

'Th affrightcd Sinner ſeeing, fain would fly 

Th Embraces of ſuch foul Dcformuty : 

He would forget their paſt Endearments now, 

Ard from the Monſter ſtrives in haſte to go : 

But 'twill not be; thoſe Friends on Earth muſt dwell 


For ever, ſad Companions too, in Hell. 


This fiery Gulph, was as their juſt reward, 
For Lecifer, and his black Hoſt prepar'd ; 
Where now the Fiends, once faireſt Sons of Light, 

Lic plung'd in Flame, chain'd in Eternal Night, 
Theſe wretched Minds, once pure and free from Stain, 
In the bright Palaces of Heav'n did reign. 
Array'd with dazling Brightneſs, there they dwelt, 
Bleſt with their great Creators ſight, and felt 

The beaming Influx breaking from his Face, 

And ſhar'd the Pleaſures of that Bliſsful Place. 
Till with the task of bleſt Obedience tir'd, 

They to th' Eternal's Sacred Throne aſpir'd. 
Incens'd with ſuch Ambitious Aims, their Lord 
Strikes thro' the Rebels with his flaming Sword. 
Headlong he caſts them from the Seats above, 

No longer now, the Creatures of his Love. 
Flaming, and Thunder-ſtruck, the Traytors fell, 
And ſunk down to the fiery Jaws of Hell. 

As when ſtrong-rifing Flames reſiſtance find, 

Beat downwards, by a fierce, impetuous Wind : 
The liquid Pyramids, with labour bend 

- Their cops, and ſink, till ſtruggling to aſcend. 
So did theſe Beings of a Heav'nly Race, 
Fall from the Regions of their Native Place ; 
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Still working up, they ſunk in Pain and Toll, 
For downwards thrown, their Natures ſtill recoll. 
So dithcult's an Angel's Fall, and thus 


Sinking's to them, what riſing 1s to us. 


But who has Strength tr” oppoſe thi Almighty's Hand, 
Who can againſt his deadly Tcrrours ſtand ? 
He with a ſingle Word, an angry Frown, 
Subdu*d this Hoſt, and caſt them headlong down. 
Contounded, and amaz'd they ſink, and all 
Heav'n's Plagues, and Wrath, purſu'd them in their Fall. 
Here they muſt lic far from the Coaſts of Bliſs, 
Chain'd in the Dungeons of the dark Abyſs: 
Where now they fcel what Gzil/trs Demerits are, 
Weltring in Fire, and tortur'd with Deſpaar. 
How much they curſe the ſad Exchange, black Night, 
And endlcſs Death, for Heav*nly Joy and Light. 
Sunk deep in 11quid Fire they lift their Eyes, 
Red both with Heat and Anguiſh, to the Skies : 
Then rave aloud, to think what Joys they ve loſt, 
To think how dear their bold Rebellion coſt. 
Nor 1s the Change of theſe two Dwellings ſuch, 
So great, but they themſelves, are chang'd as much. 
Sec how deform'd they are, to what before, 
Script of the Glory that in Heav'n they wore ; 
How much they look too like their guilty State, 
How foul, and how unlike themſelves of late. 
Such fatal Changes one bold Crime can make, 
Heay*n's loſt, nay more left for a burning Lake. 


Man's Crime th' Infernal Gates did open lay, 
And rais'd, and pav'd, a broad and eafic Way : 
Leading a-croſs the Gulph from Earth to Hell, 
Where now, loſt Men, with impious Spirits dwell. 
N A 
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A Way that's throng'd with mighty Crowds of thoſe, 
That for Delight and Eaſe, this Paſlage choſe. 

In Sports and Mirth they journcy on, and find 

All the Delights which pleaſe a Vicious Mind. 

The Way's ſo wondrous ſmooth, ſo prone and broad, 
They rather fall, than travel down this Road. 

But how ſurprizing is their Journcy's End, 

To what dire Scats docs this ſmooth Paſſage tend ? 
Down to th' Infernal Gulph they ſporting glide, 

Born on enchanting Plcaſure's wanton Tide. 

A fad exchange they meet, outrageous Seas 

Of Sulphurous Fire, for Luxury and Eaſc. 

In Darkncſs chain'd, on flaming Billows tot, 

Too late they find themſclves for ever loſt ; 

Hopeleſs they rave, and curſe the cafic Way, 

That did their Feet to theſe ſad Realms betray. 


Hither the Damn'd, the final Sentence paſt, 
With Cherabs bright, revenging Swords are chas'd : 
Purſu'd with everlaſting Wrath, they take 
Their wotul Refuge, in the burning Lake. 

Transfixt on unextinguiſh'd Fire they he, 

Burn without waſte, without expiring die. 

Thoſe Agonics, thoſe Terrors here they know, 

That from a ſclf-revenging Conſcience flow. 

Grip'd with the ſad Remembrance of their Sin, 

They feel the Stygian Viper gnaw within. 

With deadly Stings, th Almighty wounds their Hearts, 
And in their Breaſts ſticks deep his fiery Darts. 
Along their Veins tempeſtuous Vengeance rolls, 
Pouring Deſpair, and Horrour on their Souls. 
Who can with everlaſting Burnings dwell, 
And bcar the Guilt, and Puniſhment of Hell : 
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What Strength pr Courage can ſupport the Load 
Of Wrath, inflicted by .h' Almighty God ? 
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Hear how the Damn'd devour'd with Plagucs, begin 
To curſe aloud their Fudge, Themſelves, their Sin. 
Tranſported with their Anguith, Grief, and Shame, 
They gnafh their Teeth, and bite the raging Flame. 
Then ſunk in deep Deſpair,: ſuch Sighs they breath, 
Such diſmal Groans, which bur to hear, is Death. 

A ſecret Fire their Breaſts, like Mrna, feed, 

And like that too, do their own Thunder brecd. 
Their Helliſh Nature us own Puniſhment, 

Is a worſe Plague, than Furics can inyenr. 

Their Lufts, like Vultures, tear their inward parts, 
And never-ccaling Torments, rcnd their Hearts. 
Their vicious Apperites, not yct.deſtroy'd, 

Still crave the Pleaſures, they on Earth enjoy'd : 
Though thoſe arc gone, che fierce, untam'd Deſire 
Remains, and burns worſe than ther Lake of Fire. 
But what's the moſt afflicting Plague of Hell, 
With all theſe Woes, they mutt for cyer dwell. 

For Ever ! fatal State, for Ever / who 

Can bear the Doom of Everlaſting Woe * 

What deadly Pangs, what fierce Convullions rend 
Their Breaſts, who know their Pains ſhall never end ? 
How the deſpairing Damr'd' cry out, Is this 

The Place we choſe, inſtead of Heav*nly Bliſs * 

Is this black Priſon, theſe tormenting Charns, 

This Lake of Fire, and theſe Eternal Pains, 

The diſmal Recompence our Crimes afford, 

And muſt we thus curſt, tortur'd, and abhor'd, 

In theſe conſuming Flames, theſe Torments ly, 

To all the Ages of Eternity 
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Curſt be the fatal Crimes, which we obey'd, 

Which ſtole our Hearts, and have our Lives betray'd. 
Curſt be the tranſient falſe Delights that ſhew'd 

The Charms, which we ſo greedily purſu'd ; 

Till down the fteepy Precipice, we fell 

Into this deep Abyſs of Death, and Hel ; 

Curſt be the treacherous Foys, that leave us now 
Doom'd to Deſpair, loſt in Eternal Woe. 


He ended, Heel highly pleas'd, expreſt 
The grateful Senſe, which flPd his joyful Breaſt. 
Methinks he cry'd, I view th Infernal Caves, 
And ſce the Damr'd float on the raging Waves 
In the dire Lake, where flaming Brimſtone rolls, 
And hear the diſmal Groans of tortur'd Souls : 
Then looking up, I ſee the Bleſt above, 
Difſolv'd in Raptures of Eternal Love. - 
I ſeem to view their bright, truumphant Throngs, 
And hear their Harps, and ſweet Harmonious Songs. 
Then he the Briton various queſtions asks, 
Who with great Joy performs the pious Tasks, 
He teaches ſacred Myſt ries yet behind, 
And ſtamps the Chriftian Image on his Mind. 
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N ſuch Divine Diſcourſe, on things ſublime, 
The Royal Pair with Pleaſure paſs'd their Time. 

Now the day wears, the Sun-beams faintly bound, 
And taller Shadows ſtretch along the Ground. 
Atdvanc'd, the riſing Eminence they gain, 
Which gave full proſpect o'er the fertile Plain, 
Where the Imperial Seat of Hoe/ ſtands, 
And all the Soil and Towns around, commands. 
Fair Liger the Armoric Region's Pride, 
Does thro' the Valc in ſmooth Mcanders glide, 
And rolls his Silver Volumes by its ſide. 
Here the Nannetian Heroes did of old, 
For Arms and Wiſdom fam'd, the Scepter hold. 
Arthur the Structurc's height, and Pomp admaures, 
The lofty Walls, ſtrong Towers, and glitr'ring Spares. 
He views the rich and fruittul Region round, 
Where wanton Nature ſate in Pleaſure crown'd,. 
Scattering with laviſh Bounty on the Sol, 
Riches and Joys, without the Owner's Tol. 


To Martial Sports by thirſt of Honour led, 
The active Youth o'cr all the Ficlds are ſpread. 
Some of robuſter Limbs advance their Name 
In wreſtling Rings, the fam'd 0lympick Game. 
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Some rein their manag'd Steeds with Manly grace, 
Some ſwift in running, rain to win the Race. 
Some hurling p6nd'fous Balls their Fellows brave, 
Some twang the Bow, and ſome the Colours wave. 
But all deſert their Games, and Warlike ſport, 
And round the Kings, run ſhouting to the Courr. 
Which was an ancient, ſtately Pile, that ſtood 
On the ſweet Banks of Liger's peaccful Flood. 
Alighted here, th' Armoric Prince expreſt, 

All figns of welcom to his Royal Gueſt. 

He leads him to a fair and ſpacious Room, 

Hung with rich Pieces, from the fineſt Loom : 
Rare Workmanſhip, where fam'd Sydonian Art 
Did all her Force, and happy Strokes impart. 
Each piece freſh Pleaſure, and new Wonder feeds, 
FilFd with th' Armoric Kings Heroick Deeds : 
Their great Exploits in ſingle Combate done : 
The Towns they conquer'd, and the Fields they won. 
Pleas'd with the Skill, and Story, Arthur ſtands, 
And much of this, and much of that, demands. 


Mean tme, within a Szpper they prepare, 
With great Magnificence, and Regal Fare. 
Strong, brawny Seryants ſweat, and panting ſtrode, 
Ofcr-burden'd with the Mears unweildy Load. 
The Iv'ry Zables groan beneath the weight, 
Of high pil'd Diſhes, all of maſly Plate, 
In decent Order ſet, and Princely State. 
All things appear, which curious ſearch can find, 
Or in the Finny, or the Feather d Kind : 
Which Hills, or ranſack'd Forefts can impart, 
Profuſely heap'd, fer off with coſtly Arr. 
Of Poliſh'd Gold capacious Gobl/ers ſhine, 
With ſparkling Stones enrich'd, and ſparling Wine. 
Delicious 
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Delicious Fruit crown'd with freſh Laurel ſtood 

In lofty Pyranuds, a golden Wood. - 

Great Lights in {ilver Sconces plac'd on high, 

Shine round the Room, and more than Day ſupply. 
The Kings both ſate, the Britons take their place, 
The other fide th' Armorick Captains grace. _ 
Cheartul and highly pleas'd, they fit, and ear, 

And now the Art they praiſe, and now the Meat. 
Choice Inſtruments, ſome Strung, and ſome of Wind, 
Were heard, in ſweet melodious Conſort joyn'd, 
The lively Hoboy, and the ſweet-mouth'd Flute, 

The ſprightly Violin, and warbling Lute ; 

With the ſonorous V7ol, mingling ſound, 

Soft Ayres, and Heav*nly Harmony compound. 


But that which Arthur with moſt pleaſure heard, 
Were noble Strains, by Mopas ſung the Bard, 
Who to his Harp 1n lofty Verſe began ; 
And thro* the ſecret Maze of Nature ran. 
He the great Spirit ſung, that all things filFd, 
That the tumultuous Waves of Chaos ſtilPd. 
Whoſe Nod diſpos'd the jarring Seeds to Peace, 
And made the Wars of hoſtile Aromes ceaſe. 
All Beings we in fruitful Nature find, 
Proceeded from the great Eternal Mind ; 
Streams of his uncxhauſted Spring of Power, 
And cheriſh'd with his Influence, endure. 
He ſpread the pure Cerulean Fields on high, 
And Arch'd the Chambers of the Vaulted Sky : 
Which he, to ſuit their Glory with their Height, 
Adorn'd with Globes, that recl, as drunk with Light. 
His Hand directed all the tunefull Sphears, 
He turn'd their 0rbs, and poliſh'd all the Stars. 


wi | Prince Arthur. Book IV. 


He fill'd the Swr's vaſt Lamp with golden Light, 
And bid the filycr Moon, adorn the Night. 

He ſpread the Airy Occan without Shores, 

Where Birds are waftcd with their feather'd Oars. 
Then ſung the Bard how the light Vapours riſe 
From the warm Earth, and Cloud the ſmiling Skies. 
He ſung how ſome, chilPd in their Airy flight, 

Fall ſcatter d down in pearly Dew by Night. 

How ſomc, rais'd higher, fit in ſecret Steams 

On the reflc&ted Points of bounding Bcams ; 

Till chill'd with Cold, they ſhade th' Echerial Plain, 
Then on the thirſty Earth deſcend 1n Rain. 

How ſome, whoſ: parts a fight Contcxturc ſhow, 
Sink hov'ring thro' the Aur, 1n flcecy Srow. 

How part 1s ſpun in ſilken Threads, and clings 
Entangled in the Graſs in glewy Strings. 

How others ſtampt to Szores, with ruſhing ſound 
Fall from their Cryſtal Quarries, to the Ground. 
How ſome are laid in Trains, that kindled fly 

In harmlcſs Fires by Night, about the Sky. 

How ſome in Winds blow with impetuous Force, 
And carry Ruinc where they bend their Courſe : 

. While ſome conſpire to form a gentle Breez, 

To fan the Air, and play among the Trecs. 

How ſome cnrag'd grow turbulent, and loud, 
Pent in the Bowels of a frowning Cloud ; 

Thar cracks, as if the Axis of the World ſhurl'd 
Was broke, and Heav*n's bright Towers were downwards 
He ſung how Earth's wide Ball at Jove's command, 
Did 1n the midſt on Airy Columns ſtand. 

And how the Soul of Plants, in Priſon held, 

And bound with ſluggiſh Ferrers lics conceal'd, 
Till with the Spring's warm Beams, almoſt releaft 
From the dull weight, with which it lay oppreſt; 
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[cs Vigour ſpreads, and makes the teeming Earth 
Heave up, and labour with the ſprouting Birth : 
The active Spirit freedom ſeeks in vain, 

It only works and twiſts a ſtronger Chain. 

Urging its Priſon's ſides to break away, 

[r makes that wider, where *tis forc'd to ſtay : 

Till having formi'd its living Houſe, it rears 

Its Head, and in a tender Plant appears. 

Hence ſprings the 0ak, the Beauty of the Grove, 
Whoſe ſtately Trunk, fherce Storms can ſcarcely move. 
Hence grows the Cedar, hence the ſwelling Vine 
Does round the E/m its purple Cluſters twine. 
Hence painted Flowers the ſmiling Gardens bleſs, 
Both with their fragrant Scent, and gawdy Dreſs. 
Hence the white Lilly in full Beauty grows, 

Hence the blue Yrolert, and bluſhing Roſe. 

He ſung how Sun-beams brood upon the Earth, 
And in the Glebe hatch ſuch a numerous Birth ; 
Which way the genial warmth in Summer Storms 
Turns putrid Vapours to a Bed of Worms. 

How Rain, transform'd by this prolifick Power, 
Falls from the Clouds, an animated Shower. 

He ſung the Embryo's growth within the Womb, 
And how the Parts their various Shapes aflume. 
With what rarc Art the wondrous Structure's wrought, 
From one crude Maſs to ſuch Perte&tion brought ; 
That no part uſclcſs, none miſplac'd we ſee, 

None are forgot, and more would Monſtrous be. 


Such was the ſplendor of King Hoel's Feaſt ; 
Which ended, Arthur ſtraight retires to reſt. 
Hoel not ſo, but with the Britons fate, 

Asking of Albion's paſt, and preſent State. 
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Much he inquires of their inteſtine Jars, 
Much of the Pifs, and of the Saxon Wars. 
Ar laſt, requeſted Lucius to relate, 
Prince Arthur's Story, and King Uter's Fate : ; 
Lucius began, the reſt attentive wait. | 


How ſad a Task do your Commands 1mpolc, 
Which muſt renew unſufferable Woes ? 
Which muſt our Grief with freſh Afiction feed, 
And make your generous Heart with pity bleed. 
Whilſt I the diſmal Scene of 1lls diſcloſe, 
And bleeding Albior's ghaſtly Wounds cxpoſc : 
The cruel Foes in telling would relent, | 
And with their Tears, the Spoils they caus'd, lament. 
Pity would Pifs and Saxon Breaſts invade, 
And make them mourn, o'er the dire Wounds they made, 
But ſince you're pleas'd to hear our Country's Fate, 
FII pay Obedience, and our Woes relate. 


Great Empires, like their Founders, Mortal arc, 
And the ſad marks of Age, and Sickneſs bear. 
Their ſtrong Foundations mouldring wear away, 
And ſapp'd by Time's devouring Teeth, decay. 
Triumphant Rome, with Pomp and Grandeur crown'd, 
Proudly ſurvey'd the Conquer'd World around. 
The Cold and Burning Zone obey'd her Arms, 

And cither Pole trembled at her Alarms. 

Where Storms can beat, or angry Billows foam, 
Where Sails can fly, or ſavage Beaſts can roam, 
Proud 7 yber's ſwelling Tide no Banks withſtood, 
Which o'er the Globe roll'd her Victorious Flood. 
To ſo ſublime a pitch of Power and Fame, 
Rome's wiſe and valiant Sons advanc'd her Name. 


Sons, 
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Sons, that ſhe bore when vigorous Youth did crown 

_ Her Limbs with Beauty, and with Strength full grown : 
Encrvated with Age and Vice art laſt, 

She found her Strength, and Youthful Vigour waſte. 

Decrepit grown, a puny wather'd Race, 

Feeble of Head and Arms, her Womb diſgrace. 

Of all her Romans, Rome remains bereft, 

_ Old Names alone, with modern Vices left. 

The Noble Scipios, and brave Caſars gone, 

A ſtarv'ling Brood puts their great Titles on. 

Hcr Legions now can no ncw Triumphs ſing, 

_ Her molting Eagles hang their ſickly Wing. 

To break her Yoke the Provinces rebel, 

Thoſe ſhe invaded, now ſhe can't repel. 

Fierce Northern Storms chaſtiſe old 7 yber's Pride, 

And to its Banks chaſe the retreating Tide ; 

Loud, foanung Torrents, from high Scythian Hills, 

From bleaky Continents, and frozen Iſles, 

; In one valt Sea combin'd, come pouring down. 

And Rome's fair Cities, and rich Valleys drown, 

A barb'rous Flood of Vandals, Goths, and Huns, 

Their Banks broke down, the Provinces o'cr-runs. 

As a tall 9ak that Young and Verdant ſtood 

Above the Grove, it ſelf a Nobler Wood; 

His wide extended Limbs the Foreſt drown'd, 

Shading us Trees, as much, as they, the Ground. 

Young, murmuring Tempetts in his Boughs are bred, 

And gathering Clouds frown round his lofty Head. 

Outrageous Thunder, ſtormy Winds, and Rain, 

Diſcharge their Fury, on h:s Head, 1n vain. 

Earthquakes below, and Lightning from above, 

Rend not his Trunk, nor his fixt Root remove : 

But then his Strength, worn by deſtruEtive Age, 


He can no more his angry Foes engage. 
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He ſpreads to Heav'n his naked, wither'd Arms, 
As Aid imploring, from invading Harms. 
From his diſhonour'd Head the lighteſt Storm 
Can tear its Beauties, and his Limbs deform. 
He rocks with every Wind, while on the Ground 
Dry Leaves, and broken Arms lic ſcatter'd round. 
So Rome dccay d. 
Britannia's warlike Youth on this Pretence, 
Is call'd off from her own, to Rome's defence. 
Till the exhauſted, weak, deſerted Ifle, 
Tempred fierce Neighbours, to an eafie Spoil. 
Britannia of her Valiant Son's berett, 
Expos'd to every Raviſher 1s lefr. 
The ſavage Focs, that did her Anger dread, 
And from her Arms, to Wilds and Mountains fled, 
Now leave the Coverts, where they ſculking ſaid, 
And roaring out, th' unguarded Land invade. 

A cruel Rout of Northern Scots and Pias, 
The direful Marks of barb*rous Rage inflicts.” 
Their Arms from Blood and Ravage never ccaſc, 
Where once they baſely crouch'd, and fawn'd for Peace. 
Wide Ruinez Deſolation, Rapine, Spoil, 
Rage in the Bowels of th' unhappy Ile. 
S0 Wolves, the faithful Maſtiffs gone, grow bold, 
And fiercely leap into th' unguarded Fold : 
The trembling Flock they ſeize with eager Claws, 
And tear their mangled Limbs with ravcning Jaws. 
Till they ſtand panting with th' uncaſic load, 
Ocrcloy'd with Carnage, and oppreſt with Blood. 


Britannia thus diſhonour'd, ſpoil'd, diſtreſt, 
And by her proud, inſulting Foes oppreſt, 


Is torc'd of ſtronger Neighbours, to implore 
That Aid and Help, ſhe us'd to lend before. 


Urg'd 
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Urg'd by her Fate, and hard Necelſlity, 

She dreads th' Expedient, that ſhe's forc'd to try. 
Hard fate of Princes, who to prop their State 
Oppreſt and ſinking, heap on greater weight! 

Facal Diſtemper, where we ſeck for Eaſe 

From Drugs, more dang'rous than the ſharp Diſcaſe. 


A Warlike Race in frozen Climates bred, 
Leaving their Wilds, by Valiant Captains led ; 
A tertile Soil, and milder Regions ſought, 
And won the happy Seats for which they fought. 
Bold by Succeſs, which waited on their Arms, 
They ſtill advanc'd in thick, victorious Swarms. 
Till Seas as wild, oppos'd their Torrent's Force, 
And watry Banks reſtrain'd their rapid Courſe. 
They ſtretcht their Scats along the Belgian Coat ; 
No Soul, can more of Nature's Favour boaſt : 
No Region's bleſt with more indulgent Beams, 
With fatter G/ebe, with morc, or ſweeter Streams. 
The warlike Saxons here their Empire rear'd, 
With Plenty crown'd, and by their Neighbours fear'd. 


King Vortigern, unable to oppoſc 
The barb'rous Pifs, and fierce Albanian Foes, 
With humble Language, and rich Preſents pray'd 
This mighty Nation to afford him Aid. 

The Saxon Princes with his Prayer comply'd, 
Britannia was too fair, to be deny d. 

As Friends they landed on our naked Coaſts, 

And ſtill pour'd on their freſh, unnumber'd Hoſts. 
They chas'd indeed the barb'rous Pids away, 

But ſeiz'd, themſclves, the Kingdom as their Prey. 
The Lyor's Title to the Crown they plead, 
As Friends recery'd, as Conquerors obcy'd. 


CHLL—E—— 


102 Prizes A rthur. Book IV. 


No more let States, vext with Inteſtine Wars, 

Call in great Princes to compoſe their Jars. 

W hat Britons by their ſad Deliverance won, 

Was, by a ſtronger Foe, to be undone. 

-/Tis true, oppreſt, they did their Wrongs reſent, 

” But *twas too late their Counſels to repent. 
Britannia's weak, precarious Kings obey 

The proud Protefor's Arbitrary Sway. 

Our Forts, and Navies, and the chick Commands, 
Were, on Pretence of Caution, in their Hands. 

Th infatiate Leeches do for ever crave, | 

And for their Service, ask us, all we have. 

Our Strength is ſpent, and barb'rous Avyarice 
Draws all our Wealth into her deep Abyſs. 

Rapine and Murder all our Citics fill, 

Our haughty Friends take leave to Spoil and Kill. 
Theſe dire Protefors, arnn'd with Lawleſs Power, 
The Plowman's Hopes, and Merchant's Gains devour. 
What we prepare, the ravenous Harpics cat, 

And from our frighted Children tear their Meat. 
We ſtarve and die, while they poſleſs our Food, 
Grow Sleck with Eaſe, and Fat with Spoil and Blood. 
Fillains diſhonour Virgins 1n our fight ; 

And bloody Ruffans break our Doors by Night. 

To ſeck redreſs, and of our Wrongs complain, 

Was but to add Derifion to our Pain. 

How bitter then were ſad Britannia's Moans, 

What deep-fetch'd Sighs were heard, what deadly Groans? 
Berray'd and ruin'd by a treacherous Friend, 

We ſaw the Error, which we could not mend: 

We curit our Folly, but we curſt too late, 

And all that our Miſtake ſhould imitate. 

We wiſh'd Ten Thouſand Woes and Plagues might light 
On their curſt Heads, who ſhould again invite 
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Victorious Kings, with Foreign Arms to blels 

Their Native Country, and their Wrongs redreſs ; 
They'll readily aſſiſt your Cauſe, and fight, 

To do, to injur'd States, and Princes, Right : 

Bur (tll chey keep, what, by their Arms, is won :; 
Great Monarchs conquer for themſelves alone. 
They want a fair Pretence to ſcize the Prey ; 
They come as Friends, but will as Maſters ſtay. 
Thus Albion far d, may Heavn her Sons reſtrain, 
Frem ſplitting on this fatal Rock again. 


In vain we ſtrove to break the ſervile Yoke, 
Our Impotent Artemps new Wrongs provoke. 
At laſt, no greater Evils lett to fear, 
We took freſh Hope, and Courage from Deſpair : 
Fury from Ruine ſprung rag'd in our Veins, 
And Death's ſcem'd lighter, than the Saxon Chains. 


* 


Each free-born Briton thought the Choice more braye, 


To dic their Vidim, than to live their Slave. 
We that could ne'er the Zyant's Yoke endure, 


Boyl with Revenge, now Slaves to Foreign Power. 


Kings Uter's Breaſt ſwells with diſtrafting Rage, 


Whoſe wounded Soul, no Language could aflwage; 


Aſham'd his Country's Freedom to out-live, 
He takes the Councils, Grief and Fury give. 
His Mnights together call d attentive waar, 
While Urer fits on his high Chair of State. 

His troubled Looks reveal d his inward wound, 
And Storms of Fury on his Forchead frown'd. 


Who thus began ; you ſce what Tides of Woe, 
What angry Scas o'er all your Country flow. 
Th' inſulting Saxon claims our Land, and draws 
From greater Power, the Juſtice of his Caulc. 


Thro' 
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Thro' all our Towns our Focs triumphant ride, 
Wearing their awful Title by their f1de. 

They ſhed your Blood, and helpleſs Maids deflow'r, 
Exhauſt your Treaſure, and your Land deyour. 

A faithleſs Nation, that no Rule of Right, 
Reveres as ſacred, but ſuperiour Might. 

We oft our Fatc in bloody Ficlds have try'd, 

But Heav'n has Victry to our Arms deny'd. 
Egyptian Plagucs lay waſte our ruin'd Land, 

No Moſes here, holds his controlling Wand. 
Humbly invok'd, Heav'n will perhaps relent, 

And of 1ts fierce, accuſtom'd Wrath repent. 
Perhaps the Saxons Crimes with louder Cries, 

For greater Vengeance 1importune the Skies : 

Let us howe'er make one ſtrong Effort more, 
Our Country's Peace, and Freedom to reſtore. 
We'll take the Field, "twill gain us greater Fame, 
To periſh there, than here, with Grief and Shame. 
How much my Soul diſdains th' Inglorious Chain ? 
FI fall with Honour, or with Honour reign. 


Tumultuous Paſſions, Wrath, Revenge, and Shame 
Invade our Breaſts, and our gall'd Souls cnflame. 
Strait, with one Voice, we all for Arms declare, 

And every Breaſt alrcady feels the War. 

Reſolv'd to make the vanquiſh'd Saxons fly, 

Or 1n the juſt and brave Attempt to dy. 

With Fury urg'd, we part from Uter's ſight, 

Reſolv'd for Freedom, and ouryNative Right. 

 Thro' all our Towns we ſpread the loud Alarm. 

And animated all our Men to Arm; 

To vindicate their raviſh'd Country's Cauſe, 

To baniſh Foreign Gods, and Foreign Laws. 
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'Tis ſtrange, how ſoon the Britons Blood was fir'd, 


What Lite and Hope their drooping Hearts inſpir'd. 


They ſaw fair Liberty extended lie, 

The Saxon Whips and Torments lying by : 
They view her ſquallid Face, exhauſted Veins, 
And bcauteous Limbs cat in with ruſty Chains. 


They heard her mournful Groans, and piercing Crics, 


Her mterrupted Sobs, and dying Sighs. 


They ſaw from gaping Wounds, the guſhing Blood 


Enrich the Pavement, with a noble Flood. 
While Pity, Mercy, Hope in Sorrow drown'd, 
To finiſh the ſad Scene, ſtood weeping round. 
The Britons rave, reſolving her Defence, 

And vow her Reſcue at their Blood's expence. 

In Albion this. fair Emp'reſs ſtill obey'd, 

An unconteſted Scepter cyer ſway'd. 

As univerſal Soul ſhe Life diftus'd, 

And Warmth to all the heaving Maſs infus'd : 
She ever gave to all true Britons Hearts 
More Vigour, than their: own warm Blood imparts. 
"Tis quick'ning Liberty, that gives us Breath, 
Her Abſence more, than that of Life, 1s Death. 
Such love to. Liberty the Britons ſhow, 

Such were her Charms, and may they ſtill be ſo. 
May never Briton, ceaſing to be Brave, 

Submit his Neck, content to be a Slave : 

May thoſe be doubly curſt, that would betray 
Their Country's Freedom, to a Forcign Sway. 


Our Men enrag'd, in numerous Bodies ngect, 
Arm, Arm, was heard the Cry in every Street. 
The Plowman haſtens to a nobler Toll, 
Unyokes his Ox, and lcayes untill'd the Soll. 
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Lays down his Goad, and ſhakes the warhke Spear. 
The Tradeſman quits his Shop, and takes the Field, 
And makes his thirſt of Gain, to thirſt of Honour yield. 
Arm'd 7enants crowd about their valiant Lords, 

And full of Courage, wave their threatning Swords. 
Near Sorbiodunum'”s ſtately Walls, a Town 

For Strength and Beauty, of the firſt Renown; 
Whoſe ſpacious Plains rich Seas of waving Corn, 
And lowing Herds, and woolly Flocks adorn ; 

Our Univerſal Rendezyous was ſet, 

Where all our Squadrons, and Battalions mer. 


Mean time the Cautious Saxon was alarm'd, 
And to diſpel the gathering Tempeſt, arm'd. 
Ofa the famous Hengiſt's Son, a bold 
And warlike Prince, did then the Scepter hold. 
Hengiſt that did the firſt our Land invade, 
And brought to Albion his deſtructive Aid. 
The Fifth from mighty Odin, whoſe great Name, 
Had tir'd the flaggy Wings of weary Fame. 
The Stock, from which a Race Illuſtrious ſprings 
Of numerous Hero's, and Victorious Kings. 
That founded Empires, and that living led 
Their Conquering Armies, and their God, when dead. 
They ſoon the Hills by their long Marches gain, 
And with their Troops o'crſpread the ſpacious Plain. 
We with their haſty March alarm'd, prepare 
To guard our Camp, and wait th* approaching War. 
Our Parties now 1n rude Rencounters, try'd 
Their Courage, ſtill th advantage on our 1ide. 
Th advancing Hoſt art laſt appear'd in ſighr, 
But Toil and wearing Day, deferr'd the Fight. 
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Now Night advancing, draws her Sable Train 
Along the Air, and ſhades th' Etherial Plain. 
King Uter with his Lords in Council fate, 
Things of th' important JunEture to debate. 
Where Meaſures were concerted to oppeſe 
With warlike Arts, and Force, th' impending Foes. 
Their Provinces the great Commanders ſhare, 
And from the Council to their Poſts repair : 
Where they their Troops diſpoſe, and Orders give, 
How the Invading Saxon to reccivc. 
Encamp;d we lay on advantageous Ground, 
With ſtrong Entrenchments, and high Works around, 
Our chearful Troops great Joy and Courage ſhow, 
And from the Works defic the powerful Foc. 
All chings diſpos'd with Military Care, 
We wait in Arms, th' approach of Day and War. 


Now did the Morn diſcloſe hcr ſmiling Ray, 
And from the Eaſt let forth th' important Day. 
To bloody Labour all things did invite, 

And ſounding Trumpets Martial Hcat cxcitc. 
Heawv'n's ſtarry Roof rcſounds with warlike Noiſe, 
With Horſes Thunder, and their Riders Voice. 
The Saxons and the Britons ſtand prepard, 
Thoſe, to attack, and theſe, their Poſts to guard. 
King Va leads his numerous Army on, 

And at their Head in dazling Armour ſhone. 
Drawn on the Right our rang'd Battalions ſtood, 
Our Left a River guards, the Rear, a Wood. 
ORs here makes his warlike Columns halt, 
Detaching Horſa to begin th' Aflault : 

Whoſe choſen Troops a turious Onſet make, 


With no leſs Brav'ry, ours ſuſtain'd th' Attack. 
P 2 They 
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They mount our Works, and our high Ramparts ſcalc, 
And with projected Fircs our Men affall : 

Our Troops unbroken ſtout Reſiſtance make, 

And always forc'd th' invading Saxon back. 

As when a Mold repels th' invading Seas, 

Protects the Ships, and gives the Harbour Peace ; 
The foaming Tempeſt on high Billows rides, 

And Storms with watry Troops, its lofty Sides : 

Th' unſhaken Structure all their Fury braves, 

And ſtops the Current of th' inſulting Waves. 

The angry Scas break on th' oppoling Shore, 

And beaten back with Indignation roar. 

No leſs unmoy'd our valiant Britons ſtood, 

Againſt the Inſults of the Saxon Flood. 

Freſh Bodies ſtill pour'd on, their loſs ſupply, 

But ſtill Repuls'd, they from our Trenches fly. 
Enrag'd, about our Lines King 04a flew, 

To find where beſt he might th Aſſault renew : 

To ſee what place lay moſt expos'd, and where 
Our Troops did on the Works but thin appear. 

As when a Wolf, pinch'd by Nocturnal Cold, 

And Hunger-ſtary'd, ſcours round the lofty Fold ; 
He licks his rabid Jaws, and ſeems poſleſt 

Already of his Prey, and bloody Feaſt : 

He offers oft to enter, while the Lambs 
Afrighted, tremble round their bleating Dams. 

So 0Aa thirits for Blood, and ſcouring round, 
Surveys our Lines, and well obſerves the Ground. 
Now with treſh Rage his Troops our Walls aſcend, 
Which we with Show'rs of Darts and Stones defend. 
What Shouts, what noiſe of Arms the Air confound * 
What Raine, what {lain Heaps deform the Ground ? 
The Earth grows ſlipp'ry all diſtain'd with Blood, 
Which fills the Ditches with a Crimſon Flood. 
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The Dead make Bulwarks, which the Living climb, 
Thar 1n the Air, riſe, like our Walls, ſublime. 
Oferpower'd and weaken'd by the Men they loſt, 
And faint with Toil, the Britons quit their Poſt. 
Thrice the invading Saxon forc'd our Lines, 

And to their Arms, thrice Victory inclines. 

The valiant Uter that had ſtill withſtood 

Ther fierceſt Troops, all ſmear'd withDuſt and Blood ; 
Who {lll co Poſts of greateſt danger flew, 

And with uncrring Arms their Squadrons flew : 

Who ſpread freſh Lite and Vigour where he came, 
And in our Breaſts renew'd the Martial Flame. 

For where we ſaw his ſhining Arms appear, 

Our Men reviv'd, and ſtraight forgot to fear ; 
Obſerving his diſorder'd Troops retir'd, 

His boiling Soul diſtracting Paſhon fir'd. 

He ſpurs his furious Stecd, and thundring thro' 

The thickeſt Ranks of the Victorious Foe ; 

Stay, fooliſh Britons, ſtay, he cries from far, 

| Save yct your Country, and renew the War : 

Come follow me your King, T1 lead you on, 

And chaſe the Saxons from the Poſts they've won. 

The Britons Hearts were touch'd with gen'rous ſhame, ; 
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Love to their Country, and to Martial Fame, 
With noble Ardour docs their Souls inflame. 
Their Leaders Rally all their Troops that fled, 
And Charge the Foc, King Uter at their Head. 
With unreſiſted Fury they attack 

The Saxon Troops, reſoly'd to force them back, 


Now what Deſtruion, what wide Ruine reign, 
What hcaps of ſlaughter'd Saxons load the Plain ? 
Now arm'd with hiſling Death thick Arrows flew, 


And out-ſtretcht Arms as fatal Javelins threw. 
Then 
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Then what vaſt Havock did the Sword employ ? 
What Troops did Uter's ſingle Hand deſtroy ? 
What ſever'd Limbs lay ſcatter'd on the Ground, | 


What Streams of Blood guſh from cach ghaſtly Wound, 
What Shields and Spears in the red Dcluge drown'd ? 


Here firſt brave Arthur did his Courage prove, 
His Age then fitter for the Field of Love. 
God-like his Face, and God-like was his Mind, 
To virtuous Decds, and warlike Games inclin'd. 

The Down of Manhood on his Face appears, 

And blooming Beauty grac'd his youthful years : 
Yet Wiſe and Manly, far beyond his Age ; 

His carly Deeds the Hero did preſage. 

Till now the Woods and Foreſts were his Joy, 
Where he the Savage-kind ſtrove to deſtroy, 
That did the Herds, and bleating Flocks annoy. 

He chas'd the Fox, the rav'nous Wolf and Bear, 

His Country's Peft, dy'd by his fatal Spear. 

The People bleſt him, as a Saviour ſent, 

And thought kind Heav'n, ſome great Deliv'rer meant. 
He ner before had brac'd the Helmet on, 

Nor 1n the Field in poliſh'd Armour ſhone. 

His Sword had ner becn ſtain'd with humane Gorc, 
Nor had he grip'd the Shield, or Gauntlet wore. 
His Country's Cauſe, and Military Fame, 

Invite the Youth to chaſe a nobler Game. 

No more his Thoughts his rural Sports purſue, 
Tyrants and ſavage Men hell now ſubdue. 

For warlike Toll he leaves the gameful Wood, 

And flcſht his Courage firſt in Saxon Blood. 

The greatcſt Captains the brave Youth cſtecm'd, 
He tought like Mars, though Mercury he ſeemi'd. 
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Like ſome fair Cherub, or the Beamy God, 

He wav'd his flanung Sword, and thro'their ſquadrons rode. 
His youthful Veins Heroick Ardor fir'd, 

And more than humane Force his Breaſt inſpir'd: 

For the great Deeds his fatal Arms atchiey'd, 

Were by th' amaz'd Spectators ſcarce belicy'd. 


At laſt amudit the Foe advanc'd too far, 
Alone he long ſuſtain'd th' unequal War. 
Surrounding Throngs the fainting Youth oppreſt, 
And Showers of Death flew pointed at his Breaſt : 
His weary Arm ſupports his Shze/d with Pain, 
And his bruis'd Armour Streams of Blood diſtain. 
Here the young Hero had been cruſh'd, and all 
Our Hopes and Joy had periſh'd in his Fall ; 
Had not brave Malgo a Dimetian Chic, 
- Forc'd the thick Foe, and flown to his relicf. 
Then, when the warlike Youth was moſt diſtreſ, 
And Elfrick's Sword, was falling on his Creſt 
With dreadful Sway; Malgo its Fury broke, 
And on his Shicld recciv'd the mighty Stroke. 
The Prince thus guarded from the fatal Blow, 
Bold Malgo's Spear transfixt th* audacious Foe. 
Groveling in Death he murmur'd on the Ground, 
And pour'd his Lite out, from his gaping Wound. 


Here Vortipor advancing did attack 
Their plying Troops, and forc'd the Saxon back : 
While 04a's wavering Men began to yield, 
And to purſuing Uter quit the Field. 
As when a Lyon, that with Fury ran 
To ſeize by Night, ſome weary Caravan, 
That lay encampt on an Arabian wild, 
Repuls'd by Fires, and of his Prey beguil'd; 

With 
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With hideous Roar he raves at his Defcat, 

Oft ſtands, looks back, and makes a ſowre Retreart. 
King 08a's Soul like Indignation fir'd, 

That raving, with his vanquiſh'd Men retird. 

But, oh, how ſoon was this ſerener Day 

By Clouds, and riſing Tempeſts chas'd away ? 
How ſhort a ſpace could we our Conqueſts boaſt ? 
How ſoon were all our Hopes of Freedom loſt ? 


Won by the potent Charms of Saxon Gold, 
Carvil his Prince, and Native Country ſold. 
He in indulgent Uter's Boſom lay, 

And did the Secrets of his Breaſt betray. 
He on his Conduct, and his Faith rely*d, 
In Peace and War alike his treactfrous Guide. 
He held the moſt important Truſts of State, 
Nor could his Treaſons Uter's Loye abate. 
Unhappy Prince, that ſtill his Foes bchey*d, 
Only by Ruine to be undecery'd ! 
To Friends ingrate, his Foes he entertain'd, 
Thus loſt the one, but not the other gain'd. 
Wiſely undone, he knew his Friends to late, 
By his own Prudence manag'd to his Fate. 
Our Prayers and Warnings tir'd his Ears in vain, 
Perfdious Councils only could obtain : 
Rough 7ruth, and loyal Bluntneſs gall'd his Ear, 
That only foft, melodious Sounds could bear. 
His firm and loyal Friends, tho' hardly us'd, 
Look'd on enrag'd, to ſee their Prince abus'd. 
Tho' ſome grown cold, ceas'd to lament his Fate, 
For Will and Choice, Compaſſion ſtill abate. 
Pity a Prince whoſe Virtues ſhone ſo bright, 
Should let fo dark a Cloud obfcure their Light ! 
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To him and us this Weakneſs fatal prov'd, 

That Men ſuſpected were imploy'd and loy'd. 

So Caruit was: | 

Who labour'd after 04's late Retrear, 

To more than balance his, with our Defeat. 

The Traytor during all the bloody Day, 

Found not the Means, our Army to betray. 

But when the Sun drew off his radiant Train, 

And left the Empreſs of the Night to reign : 

Then Carvil open'd his black Sceac of Guilt, 

Wherein ſuch Scas of Britiſh Blood were ſpilt. 

He by confiding Hands to 0a (cnt, 

To ler the Saxon know his dire 1ntent, 

To give him Eatrance to our Camp by Night, 

Whither his Arms he did with ſpecd invite. 

04a, whoſe Arts and purchas'd Treaſons won, 

More Towns and Battels, than his Sword had done : 

So fair a Seaſon offter'd, not delay'd, 

But ſtraighrway march'd our Army to invade. 

Carvil mean time his Creatures had prepar'd, 

To yield the Potts, their Duty was to guard. 
Revolving Cynthia with her doubttul Light, 

Had now o'crpats'd the Noon of wearing Night : 

When 094a's choſen Troops approach'd the Gate, 

Where to admut their Arms the Traytors wait. 

The furious Saxon ({traight our Camp 1nyades, 

Bencath the Covert of the ſilent Shades : 

Their uncxpected Arms our Mcn aſlall, 

Diſſolv'd in Sleep, and wearicd with their Toll. 

What Carnage now the raging Saxons make, 

Our Camp converted to a bloody Lake. 

They firſt the brave Dunwallo reſting found, 

His Cziraſs, Helm, and Javelin lying round, ; 

And with their Spears transfixt him on the Ground. 
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His generous Soul flew upwards with Diſdain, 

To be maſlacred, not in Battel ſlain. | 
 Moriſſo next with clatt'ring Swords alarm'd, 
Wak'd with the Noiſe, but naked and unarm'd ; 
His $1de picrc'd thro' by Horſa's Javelin, fell, 
Enrag'd he ſhould his Life, ſo cheaply ſell. 

Then Ofa's Spear picrc'd Capor's Boſome through, 
His Soul to Heav'n thro” the wide Paſſage flew : 
Leaving his Body drown'd in purple Gorc; 
None ſerv'd his Prince, or lov d his Country more. 
Fdwal, a Leader of unblemiſh'd Fame, 

Who from the Banks of fair Sabrina came, 

Fell by Morino's Spear, and by his Side 

Brave Adomar, by Balda's Javclin dy d. 

Then Meirick in his Breaſt a fatal Wound 
Receiv'd, and lay extended on the Ground. 

Next Catel, who cxcecll'd in youthful Charms, 
Was ſlain by great Romondo's conqu'ring Arms, 
The glitt'ring Steel did thro' his Bowels pals, 

The Youth expir'd, and with him Admel's Race. 
And now what Slaughter reign'd, what Heaps of Dead, 
What Ruine o'cr the bloody Camp was ſpread ? 


Thro? the brown Shades at laſt, they found the way 
To the Pavilion, where King Uter lay : 
Who ſoon, awaken'd with the Clamour, roſe, 
And form'd his Troops th' Invaders to oppoſe. 
Long their uncqual Force he did repel, 
Till, pierc'd by Cerdick's fatal Spear, he fell. 
Urg'd to retire, Arthur our Prayer withſtood, 
Tho' faint with Labour, Wounds, and loſs of Blood. 
We preſt him our remaining Hopes to ſpare, 
And not of Albiv7rs Fortune to deſpair. 


. ” 
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He does at laſt ro our Entreartics yield, 

And with reluctant Steps forſakes the Field. 
We thro' the Wood retreated, where the ſhade 
With Cynthid's Rays, uncertain Twilight made. 
When the ſucceeding Day declin'd, we came, 
To Alda's Gates, a Port of ancient Fame : 
Where we the Night in various Sorrows ſpent, 
Now Uter, now our Country we lament 

Juſt Cate/'s now, now great Dunwallo's Fate, 
And faithful Edwal's Fall, freſh Grict create. 


While our ſad Minds endur'd fo rude a Storm, 
Entring the Room, great Gabrie/'s God-like Form, 
Mild Glory, and Celeftial Day diftus'd, 

Advanc'd, he theſe kind words to Arthur us'd. 

Now Albion ſinks beneath the Saxon weight, 

So Heaw'n decrees, *tis ſo ordain'd by Fate : 

Bur after Ten times the revolving Sun, 

His crooked Race, has thro' the Zodiack run, 

The Clouds difpelPd, propitious Heav'n ſhall ſmile, 
On Vrer's Houſe, and this reviving 1/le. 

O0Ra ſhall feel juſt Heav'n's revenging Stroke, 

And Albion's Youth ſhall break the Saxon Yoke. 
Mean time, brave Prince, whom univerſal Love 
Attends beneath, and Grace Divine above : 

To Newuftrian Odar's Court with ſpecd repair, 

Go, Albion's Hopes, and my great Truſt and Care; 
Go, Albion's Hopes with Triumph to return, 

And Reſcue thoſe, which ſhall your abſence mourn. 
That ſaid, his Heav'nly Glory he withdrew, 

And to th* immortal Seats, of happy Spirits flew. 


Now the fair Morn ſawles with a Purple Ray, 
Clearing before the Sun the Eaftern Way. 
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Whoſe radiant Train pours from the Gates of Light, 
And the new Day docs to new Toll invite. 

We the Celeſtial Meſſage to obey, 

On a ſtout Ship, that in the Haven lay ; 
Ready to Sail, embark and haſte away. 

The Sky ſerene, a freſh and proſp'rous Gale, 

Sprang from the Shore, and ſwell'd out ev'ry Sail. 
Albior's white Cliffs and Towers we quickly loſt, 
Standing our Courſe ſtrait to the Nexſtrian Coaſt : 
Where when the Suntwice ſtarting from the Eaſt, 

Had ran his Race, and reach'd the falling Weſt, 

We ſafe arriv'd at fair Cartinia's Port, 

And took our way from thence to Odar's Court. 

Odar, a Prince indulgent, valiant, good, 


Ally'd to Uter by the Mother's Blood, 

The barb*rous Goths Incurſions, then withſtood. 

His beaurcous Queen, with Joy the Prince receiv'd, 
Her Words our Grief, her Gifts our Wants rehev'd. 
Here we to caſe our troubled Minds remain'd, 

Till Arthur perfect Strength and Vigour gain'd : 
Then taking leave, we ſtraight direct our way 
Unto the Camp, where 0dar's Forces lay. 


And as we paſsd to mitigate our Graict, 
And to our Woes to give Divine Rehict, 
From his bleſt Tongue ſuch Hear nly Language flows, 
As did the Greatneſs of his Mind diſcloſe. 
Wethought ſome God-like Cherub to us ſpoke, 
When from his Lips theſe high Expreſſions broke. 
Heaw'n's Ofi-ſpring, with Divine Contentment bleſt, 
Enjoy the Empire of a guiltleſs Breaſt. 
Tho' ſpoil'd by proſp'rous Robbers, ſtill they find, 
The large Poſ{cfhons of a peaceful Mind. 


C ontent 
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Content alone can all their wrongs redreſs, 
Content, that other name for Happineſs. 
Free from Deſire, they are as free from Want, 

And from the Cares, that. cnvy'd Greatneſs haunt. 
'Tis equal, if our Fortunes ſhould augment, 

And ſtretch themſelves to the ſame vaſt Extent 
With our Deſires, or thoſe Deſires abate, 

Shrink, and contract themſelves, to fit our State. 
Pois'd on their own unſhaken Baſe they view, 

All the Viciſhitudes, that Time can ſhew. 

They, like tall Mountains, are advanc'd fo high, 
That the low Clouds do all beneath them fly. 
Hence while loud Storms inferiour Seats moleſt, 
They undiſturb'd, enjoy ſoft Pcace and Reſt. 

Theſe Men that ſuit their Wiſhes to their State, 
And, pleas'd ſtill with themſelves, enjoy their Fate : 
Whoſe modeft Paſſions Reaſon's Nod obey, 

Are greater Kings, than thoſe who Sceprters ſway. 
They can the Triumphs of a Court deſpiſe, 

And the rich Toys, that charm deluded Eyes. 

They rather chuſe to tame their Thirſt, than have 
All the Supplies their Feaveriſh Drought can crave. 
Dcfires for Freedom firſt make humble Suit, 

And modeſtly demand th* unlawtul Fruit : 

But when ſct looſe, they know not where to ſtay, 
Burt lawleſs thro' the World's Domumions ſtray. 

So ſubterranean Yapours, that contain'd 

In ſome cloſe Cavern, arc with Eaſe reſtrain'd ; 
When once releas'd, ungovernable grow, 

And prove fierce Storms, which no Reſiſtance know. 
Th unhappy Man, flave to his wild Defire, 
By feeding it, foments the raging Fire. 

His Gains augment his uncxtinguiſh'd Thurlt, 
With Plenty Poor, and with Abundance Cwrft. 
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But greater Minds, which can themſelves ſubdue, 
Preſerve their Peace, and ſtill their Joys renew. 
They never by a Vile, or Impious Courſe, 
Protect their Wealth from riſing Tempeſts force. 
They face the Storm, and ſtand its fierceſt Shocks, 
Bold as the Winds, unſhaken as the Rocks. 

No Tempeſt that invades th ambitious Breaſt, 
Can the calm Region of their Mind moleſt. 

So Winds, which Rivulets diſturb, will play 

In harmleſs Breezes, on the wider Sea. 


Sowre Diſcontent, that quarrels withour Fate, 
May give freſh ſmart, but not the old abate. 
Envcnom'd with its Sting, each harmleſs loſs, 
Grows wondrous ſharp, and proves a deadly croſs. 
Th uncaſic Paſſions diſingenious Wit 
The 1! reveals, but hides the Benefit. 
It makes a Toy preſs with prodigious weight, 
And ſwells a Mole-hill, tro a Mountain's height. 
So melancholy Men lie down, and groan, 
Preſt with the Burden of themſelves alone. 
Cruſht with Phantaſtick Mountains, they deſpair, 
Their Heads arc grown vaſt Globes too big to bear. 
A little Spark becomes a raging Flame, 
And cach weak Blaſt, a Storm too fierce to tame. - 
So pecv1hh 18 the quarrclſome Diſeaſe, 
No proſp*rous Fortune can procure it Eaſc. 
Their Breaſts are ne'er from inbred Tempeſts free, 
Reſtleſs as Winds, and troubled as the Sea : 
The Pleaſure now they ſeek would bring Content ; 
But when enjoy'd, 'twas ſomewhat elſe, they meant : 
Some abſent Happineſs they ſtill purſue, 
Diſlike the preſent Good, and long for New. 


The 


Book IV. 

The Man now thinks he ſees his Bliſs, and flics 
V ith greedy Arms to graſp the gaudy Prize ; 
But then, enquiring what his Hopes have won, 
Vain Man, he finds the cheating Shadow gone. 
Ott docs the fair Illuſion by him ſtand, 

But when purſu'd, gives back, and mocks his Hand. 
Sometimes he ſces the beck'ning Phantome here, 
Wih:ch, when he follows, does elſewhere appear. 

* The Wretch, though tantaliz'd, and always croſt, 
Yet ſtill purſues, though ſtill that Labour's loſt. 
The God-like Arthur with ſuch pious Words, 
Divine Inſtruction, and Delight attords. 
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And while his Language, with a Heav'nly Flame 
Thus warm'd our Breaſts, to 0dar's Camp we came ; 
Where to the Newſtrian King the Prince Pros 
Who all the higheſt S1gns of Love cxpreſt. 

The Royal Exile he embrac'd with Tears, 

And by theſe tender words himſclf endears. 
King Uter's Fall, your loſs, and A/bior's Fate, 
Wound me with Grief too. mighty to relate. 
Long to Misfortunes, and great Wrongs inur'd, 
I pity thoſe that have like IIs endur'd. 

You arc a Stranger here, but not your Name, 
Your carly Worth is told aloud by Fame. 
Arthur's preſerv'd to be the Saxons dread, 

And rcar oppreſt Britannia's drooping Head. 
While you are ſafe, Britannia mult revive, 

And Uter (till in valiant Arthar live : 

While you ſurvive, King 0Aa's Fears remain, 
And Albion hopes to break her pond'rous Chain. 
Hero's are for Heroick Deeds defign'd, 

And noble Work, attends a noble Mind. 


Mean 
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Mean time, while here your Choice 1s to reſide, 
No Succours, no ſupplies ſhall be deny'd. 

And if your Britons, baniſh'd from their home, 
Drawn by their Prince's Fame, ſhall hither come ; 
Briton and Neuſtrian ſhall like Treatment find, 

F'll be to both, without diſtinction, kind : 

And when mild Days ſhall your Return invite, 
My Arms ſhall Aid you, to aflert your Right. 


The Prince reply'd : 
Divinc Compaſſion melts your Royal Breaſt, - 
And makes your Bounty flow on all diſtreſt. 
Like Heav'n, you Succours to th' Aﬀticted grant, 
Comfort their Sorrows, and ſupply their Want : 
You cruſh Oppreſlors, to th' Oppreit are kind, 
Such gen'rous Deeds reycal a God-like Mind. , 
O'cr Vter's Houſe the Saxon Power prevails, 
And ſad Britannia her dire Fate bewaals. 
The World's ſupream Direfor fo ordains, 
Hence in my Soul no murmuring Paſhon reigns. 
Pleasd or Contented,; {tiI] I meet my Fate, 
Would not be Impious, though Unfortunate. 
Your gcn'rous Offer of Protection here, 
With ſuch engaging Language, ſuch an Air, ; 
As Love and Friendſhip ſeek out to endear ; 
Perſwade, that here my Refuge 1s delign'd, 
Till Albion grows more Juſt, and Heav*n more Kind. 
Here your Example ſhall my Mind prepare, 
For all the hrgh Concerns of Peace and War. 
Till Albion call us back, I'll here remain, 
And 1n your Scrvice ſhall grow fit to Reign. 
Here in the Camp the pious Briton ſtaid, 
To whom the Newſtrian Chicts great Honour paid. 
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For his high Merit could not be conceal'd 
His valiant Deeds the Hero ſoon reveal d. 
Loud Fame his God-like Virtues did proclaim, 
And cither Camp reſounds with Arthur's Name. 
He {ull the Poſts of higheſt Danger ſought, 
And Death and ViEt'ry tollow'd, where he:fought. 
When he advanc'd, the Goths unnumber'd Swarms 
Fled from the Terror of his fatal Arms. 
®Like Love and Wonder Camp and Court expreſs, 
Thar did the Hero, this the Saint confeſs. 
*His Sword ſtill won freſh Lazrels in the Field, 
And to his Virtues ev'n Court-Vices yield : 
And 'tis more cafic to reduce a Fort, 
Or win a Bartel, than reform a Court. 
He the fixt Mounds of trembling Ezrope ſtood, 
And ſtill repelPd the Goths impetuous Flood. 
When he appear'd, their Men, tho” fierce and bold, 
Grow chill with Fear, as when at home with Cold. 
Thro? the admuring World his Fame was ſpread, 
The Chriſtian's Joy, and barb'rous Nations Dread. 
Where gagg'd with Ice, the Waves no longer roar, 
' But with (iff Arms embrace the filent Shoar : 
Where naked Hills in frozen Armour ſtand, 


Where raging Sirius fries the thirſty Land, 
And rich Pafolus rolls his golden Sand ; 
Thither his Triumphs and Illuſtrious Name, 
His gen'rous Deeds, and loud Applauſes came. 
His wondrous Virtues, wondrous Love engage, 
That rcach'd Perfection, long before his Age. 
0dar cmbrac'd him, as an Angel ſent 

To guard his Throne, and threaten'd Fall prevent. 
He own'd his bright Example did ſupporr, 

Th' eſteem of Virtue 1n the Newſtrian Courr. 
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Their Peace at home proceeded from his Care, 
And from his Courage their Succeſs in War. 
When we, our hopes of ſinking Albion loſt, 
Made by Divine Command the Newftrian Coaſt; 
The Gothick Arms that Kingdom had o'er-run, 
Surpriz'd their Forts, and faireſt Cities won. 
All Banks born down, ſo high the Dcluge roſc, 
Before King Odar could ns Courſe oppolc. 
"Twas then the young Deliv'rer Arthur came, 
To drive the Gorths, and win immortal Fame. 
He ſoon reduc'd the Cities, and reſtor'd 

A peacctul Country, to its peaccful Lord. 


Mean time the Britiſh Knights oppreſt at home, 
Drawn by his Fame, to find a Leader come. 
90 thick they Land, our Troops were numerous grown, 
And Arthur led an army of his own. 
Ten times the Sun had paſs'd his oblique way, 
By turns contracting, and increaſing Way, ; 
Darting to cither Pole a warmer Ray: 
And now the Britiſh Lords, who though oppreſt, 
The Weſtern Region of their Ile poſlcſt : 
Whither retreating, they remain'd ſecure, 
And from their Hills defy'd the Saxon Power : 
Encourag'd by his war-like Fame, invitc 
The Valant Arthur to aflert his Right. 
To make a bold Deſcent upon their Coaſt, 
And win the Regions back that Urer loſt. 


Ten choſen Orators were ſtraight diſpatcht, 
The chief whoſe charming Tongue was never matcht. 
Was the great 7y/on, whoſe Immortal Worth, 
Raiſcs to Heav n the Iſle that gave him Birth. 
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A ſacred Man, a venerable Pricſt, 

Who never ſpake, and Admiration miſt. 

Ot Good and Kind he the juſt Standard ſeem!'d, 

Dear to the Beſt, and by the Worſt eſteent'd. 

A gerrous Love diffus'd to Humane Kind, 


Divine Compaſſion, Mercy unconfin'd, 

Still reign'd Triumphant in his God-like Mind. 
Greatneſs and Modeſty their Wars compoſe, 

Between them here a perfect Friendſhip grows. 

His Wit, his Judgment, Learning, equal Riſe, 
Divinely Humble, yet Divinely Wiſe. 

He ſcem'd Expreſs on Heav'r's high Errand ſeit, 

As Moſes Meck, as Aaron Eloquent. 

Near Divine flows from his Heav'nly Tongue, 
And on his Lips charming Perſwaſion hung. 

When he the ſacred Oracles reveal'd, 

Our raviſh'd Souls in bleſt Enchantments held, 
Seem'd loſt in Tranſports of Immortal Bliſs, 

No ſimple Man could ever ſpeak like this. 

Arm'd with Celcſtial Fire his ſacred Darts 

Glide thro' our Breaſts, and melt our yiclding Hearts. 
So Southern Breezes, and the Spring's nuld Ray, 
Unbind the Glebe, and thaw the Frozen Clay. 

He triumph'd o'cr our Soxls, and at his Wall 

Bid this touch'd Paſſion riſe, and that be ſtill. 

Wolves, Tygers, grizly Lyons did admure, 

As Poets feign, the famous Orphean Lyre : 

Charm'd with ſweet Zylor's Voice, a Kind more wild, 
More fierce and ſavage, grow divinely Mild. 

Lord of our Paſſions he with wondrous Art, 

Can ſtrike the ſecret movements of our Heart ; 
Releaſe our Souls, and make them ſoar above, 
Wing'd with Divine Deſires, and Flames of Heav nly Love. 
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He (till convey'd ſublime, ſeraphick Senſe, 

In unaffected Strains of Eloquence. 

Eafic and wonderful 1s all he ſays, 

Does both Delight, and Admiration raiſe. 

His pious Soul did in ſad Accents mourn 
Britannia's Chains, and Pagan Gods return : 
But hop'd, kind Heav'n would free, by Arthur's Hand 
Of barb'rous Laws, and Gods, th' afflicted Land. 
With the great 7 ylox young Pollander went, 
Fam'd for his Valour, and of high Deſcent: 
With theſe wiſe Galbut and Mordennan joyn, 
Whole Virtues vye with their THuſtrious Line. 
Valiant Giralden worn with War and Age, 

' Does in th Important Embaſly engage. 

Giſan was added, a Dobunian Knight, 

Bold in the Senate, and as Brave in Fight. 
Hobar, Manſellan, Cadel, Milo, skill'd 

In Arms and Eloquence, the number filPd. 

Such Orators they choſe, fit to excite 

The Pious Arthur, and his Arms invite. 


Thus 7 ylon to the Pious Prince addrett, 
And found the Paſſage open to his Breaſt : 
Britannia cruſh'd beneath the Saxon Yoke, 
Does with her mournful Prayer your Arms inyoke. 
Enſlav'd by Foreign Power, Diſtreſt, Undone, 

She ſucs for Aid to you, her valiant Son, 
And hopes for Succour from your Sword alone. 

Oa ail Right, and ancient Law ſubverts, 

And uncontrolFd Tyrannick Power aflerts. 

His Lawlcſs Will graſps Arbitrary Sway, 

And Britiſh Slaves, without Reſerve, Obey. 
The ſacred Bounds and Lines, which Right and Law, 
Round all thoſe juſt and happy Kingdoms draw ; 
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Which from the Waſte of Tyranny they gain, 
Where Uproar, Rage, and wild Contuſion reign, 
Theſe broken down, 0a docs open lay, 

And throw the goodly I/land up a Prey 
To Furics, which in lawleſs Kingdoms ftray. 
Þritannia by the Conqu'ror raviſh'd firſt, 

Then giv'n to Prieſts, and Soldiers raging Luſt : 
Wretched Britannia, ſunk in deep Deſpair, 

Beats her white Breaſts, and tears her golden Haar. 
Dying with Anger, Shame and Gricf, ſhe lics, 

And Floods of Tears guſh from her beautcous Eyes ; 
Which ſwell the filver Tide of mournful Thames, 
And grieve old Ocean with the troubled Streams. 
Hear, pious Prince, how to the Newſtrian Shoar, 
Complaining Waves roll the ſad Treaſure o'cr : 
How murmuring Winds waft o'er Britannid's Sighs, 
Can Arthur diſregard his Country's Cries ? 

With words like theſe, and ſuch a moving Art 

As can't be told, he touch'd the Prince's Heart. 
With ſo much Life, he ſpake ſad A/bion's Moans, 
We thought we felt her ſmart, and heard her Groans. 
Nor did the Pious Prince their Prayer oppole, 

But ſoon reſolv'd to caſe Britannia's Woes. 

To O0dar he reveal'd his high Intent, 

Who Ships, and Men, and Arms rejoycing lent : 
Supplying all things our Deſcent rcquir'd, 

And heaping Gifts, more than our ſelves defir'd. 
Our Ships prepar'd, with chearful Zeal and Care, 
We went on Board, and ſoon embark*d the War. 
Our Anchors weigh'd, and Topfails loos'd, a Gale 
Sprang up, and fwcll'd the Womb of every Sall. 
Old Ycean pleas'd our bounding Veſlels laves, 
Which with ſharp Keels cut thro' the foaming Waves. 
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Th aſtoniſh'd Saxons ſee, and fear from far, 
The long Succeſſion of the Sailing War. 
They ſpread thro! all the I/le the loud Alarm, 
And trembling 04a haſtes his Men to Arm. 
We Sail'd not long before the Sea ran high, 


And gathering Clouds deform'd the Jowring Sky : 
The fearful Storm aroſe, wherein we loſt 


TH extinguiſh'd Day, and on the Billows tot, 
We drove, till forc'd upon th' Armoric Coalt. 
He ccas'd, and now the Shades of wearing Night, 
Did the pleas'd Audience to their Reſt invite. 
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Ovely Awrora makes a muld Eflay 
With glimm'ring Dawn, to introduce the Day. 

Her rolſic Steps the Suz purſues, and fpreads 
His ſmiling Glorics on the Mountains Heads. 
The Princes roſe, and Heel thus expreſt 
His friendly Pathon, to his Royal Gueſt. 
Your Virtues ſhew you are by Heav'n delign'd, 
A great Deliv'rer of oppreſt Mankind. 
You give to Realms with Wars moleſted, Peace, 
And from their Chains tormented Slaves releaſc. 
Fair Liberty's, and bleſt Rel/igion's Cauſe, 
Reviving Hopes from your Protection draws. 
Your praſp'rous Arms invading Plagues repel, 
And monſtrous Gods, and monſtrous Zyrants quell. 
King O0dar's Realm and mine you fave, in his 
You ſettle Peace, and Truth Drvine in this. 
And now Compaſhon arms your valhant Hand, 
To free from barb'rous Rage, your native Land. 
To vanquiſh Pagan Darkneſs, and diſplay 
Immortal Light, and pure Etherial Day. 
My ſelf will here abide, and Succours lend, 
O'cr all the Realm Chris Empire to extend : 
Conan my Son ſhall on your Trumphs wat, 
And when rcturn'd, your glorious Deeds relate. 
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Fl now command that with inceſſant Care, 

My Men afliſt, your Loſles to repair. 

Then I'll conduct you to'the Druids Grove, 
Which Men of Heav*nly Contemplation love. 
Where ſolemn Walks and awful Shade invite 
Compos'd Devotion, and Divine Delight, þ 
Exclude the Sun's, to let in purer Light. 

There with your pious Converſation bleſt, 

New light will fill my Mind, new Joy my Brealt. 
The Orders giv*n the Navy's Wants requir d, 

The Princes to the Druids Grove retir'd : 

Where Arthur's Language did the King inſpire, 
With Holy Tranſports, and Scraphick Fire. 


Mean time th' Armoricans and Britons meet, 
All zealous to Equip the ſhatter'd Fleet : 
Part to the Groves and woody Hils repair, 
And with loud Labour fill the echoing Aur. 
Axes high rais'd by brawny Arms, deſcend 
With nughty Sway, and make the Foreſt bend. 
The Mountains murmur, and the nodding Oaks, 
Groanwith their Wounds, from thick redoubled Strokes. 
The falling Trees deſert the neighb'ring Sky, 
Where now the Clouds may unmoleſted fly. 
A ſhady Harveſt lies diſperſt around, 
And lofty Ruine loads th* encumber'd Ground. 
Part the hewn Trecs draw down with wondrous To1], 
T* enrich the Ocean with the Mountains Spoil. 
50 faſt they came, and in ſuch Order ſtood, 
As th' Orphean Lyre had call'd th obſcquious W ood, ; 
From their fixt Seats, to dance upon the Flood. 
Part raiſe the Maſts, now to be ſhaken more 
With furious Winds, than on their Hills before. 
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Part ſhape new Ribs, and with induſtrious Care, 
Ships broken Backs, and ghaſtly Wounds repair. 


Part their bruis'd Sides anoint with unctious Pitch, 
Part the cary'd Sterns, with Paint and Gold enrich : 


Part Cables twiſt, part ſmear'd with Smoak and Swear, 


With vaſt Cyclopean Strokes huge Anchors bear. 
While thus the Britons did their Ships repair, 
Thy Infernal Prince cnrag'd and wreckt with Care, 
Swift, as exploded Lightning from the Skies, 

A ſecond time to Lapland Mountains flies : 
Where the rough Monarch's noiſy Palace ſtands, 
Whoſe awful Nod, the raging Winds commands. 
To him thus Lucifer : Kind Prince, to you 

A ſecond time I for Aſſiſtance ſue. 

The curſed Prince that by your high Command, 
Your furious Subjects drove on Hoel's Land ; 
Aided by Hoel does his Flect repair, 

Ready to Albion to tranſport the War. 

Let adverſe Winds blow on the troubled Main, 
Retard their Project, and their Ships detain : 

Till 94a has prepar'd his Warlike Fleet, 

The proud Invader on the Scas to'meet. 


He ceas'd ; The Emperor of the Winds rephes, 
When you ſhall ask what Rebel Power demies : 
Your Realms you rule with unconteſted Sway, 
Your Poſt is to Command, mine to Obey. 

That ſaid, he calls his wandring Subjects home, 
Eurus and Notus ſtraight obedient come ; 

Laſt, ſluggiſh Auſter, to his Den with wet 

And flabby Wings, docs heavily retreat. 


To whom their Prince; Let now your Labours ceaſe, 


Indulge your Wings, be reconcil'd to Peace: 
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Cloſe in your Darkſome Priſons flecping le, 

To gain more Breath to blow, more Strength to fly. 
Then down their howling Throats black Sops he threw, 
Of Poppies and cold Night-ſhade made, that grew 

On the dark Banks, where Lethe's lazy Deep 

Does its black Stores, and drouſfic Treaſure keep, 
Rolls ics flow Flood, and rocks the nodding Waves aſleep: 
The ſtrong Enchantments quick Admiſſion find, 

And the wild Rout benummung Fetters bind : 

They murmur in their ſleep, and ſtrive 1n vain 

To ſpurn away th unweildy leaden Chain. 

Then calling Boreas, ſays, Fly Boreas, fly, 

Blow o'er the Lands, and on the Billows lic : 

Make haſte, and to th' Armoric Coaſt repair, 

Be thine the ſpacious Empire of the Air. 

Unrivall'd, unmoleſted Reign alone, 

Till all thy Force is ſpent, and all thy Breath 1s gone ; 
No Hoſtile, windy Powers conteſt thy Reign, 

And uncontrolPd Dominion of the Main. 


Scarce had he ended, when up Boreas ſprings, 
And thro' the Air ſpreads out his furious Wings. 
He o'er warm Climes diffuſes Northern Spoils, 
And the cold Treaſures of the frozen Iles. 

With bluſtring War he frights old Ocean's Court, 
Bufftcts the Waves, and raiſes Storms in ſporr. 

In vain th* impatient Britons ſpread their Sails, 
Loud Boreas keeps them back with adycrſe Galcs. 
Proud Lucifer urg*d with his Rage and Spight, 
Back to Britannia takes his Airy Flight ; 
To find the Saxon Monarch, and inſpire 
His erembling Soul with freſh Infernal Firc. 
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And now the Night does her black Throne aſcend, 


And dusky Shades her 1filent State attend : 

While pale-tac'd Cynthia with her ſtarry Train, 
Dart down their trembling Luſtre on the Main. 
The weary Lab'rers their ſtiff Limbs repoſe, 

And Slcep's ſoft Hand their drowſie Eye-lids cloſe. 
All reſt enjoy, but 0a anxious lay, 

Wakeful, and longing for returning Day. 

His dreadful Crimes aftright his ſtartled Soul, 

And in his Breaſt black Tides of Horrour roll. 
Dire Shapes, and ſtaring Ghoſts paſs threatning by, 
And Streaks of Fire acroſs th' Apartment fly. 

He hcars the Shricks of thoſe his bloody Hand 
Had murder'd, or that dy'd by his Command : 
He hears the Widows S1ghs, and Orphans Moans, 
Himſelf had made, and tortur'd Pris 'ners Groans. 
The Grounds of palc Deſpair he ſometimes draws, 
From Arthur's Valour, and his Righteous Cauſe. 
Sometimes he fears his 1njur'd Subjects Rage, 
Their vengeful Arms, againſt hum will engage ; 


Then ſtarts, and thinks he hears Prince Arthur's Fleet 


| Is on the Coaſt, proclaim'd in cv'ry Street. 


Then Lcifer does Odin's Shape aſſume, 
And with Stern Grace enters King 04a's Room. 
His vig'rous Limbs had dazling Armour on, 
And round his Head his poliſh'd Helmet ſhone. 
His conqu'ring Sword hung down with awtul Grace, 
And Scars of Honour ſeam'd his manly Face. 
His warlike Hand grip'd his Vulcanian Shield, 
With rarc Devices pourtray'd on the. Field. 
With Martial State he ſtrides along the Room, 
And ſhakes at cy'ry Step his lofry Plume. 
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Advancing to the Bed where 0a lay, 

He ſpake: Son 0a, from celeſtial Day, 

From the bleſt Groves, and mild Elyſran Seats, 
Thy Father 0din to thy Aid retreats. 

To caſe thy reſtleſs Mind of Anxious Cares, 
Support thy Hopes, and diſſipate thy Fears. 
Stand thou unmov'd at Arthur's proud Alarms, 
Conqueſt attends thine, and thy Saxons Arms. 
He'll fink beneath the Sea's inſulting Wave, 
Or landing, find on Shore a ſurcr Grave. 
Think on the Spoils and Trophics you have born, 
And ſpreading Laurels on your Temples worn. 
Let none that's ſprung from my Victorious Race, 
Ac Danger ſhrink, and my great Stock debaſc. 
Go, haſte thy Royal Navy to prepare, 

Let Ships with Ships encounter, War with War. 
On the wide Main th* Invader's Fleet oppoſe, 
Better to meet, than here expect your Foes. 
Go chaſe their ſcatter'd Navy o'er the Deep, 
And thus in Peace, thy envy'd Empire keep. 
He ccas'd ; and with Majeſtick Pace retir'd, 
And Icft King 04a with freſh Life inſpir'd. 


Who with the Sun aroſe, reſoly'd to meet 
With all his Naval Power, Prince Arthur's Fleet. 
He gave Command, the Captains ſtraight reſort 
To their tall Ships, and leave the wanton Courr. 
A forward Zeal the buſic Sailors ſhew, 
Some mend old Ships, and ſome equip the new. 
With flaming Reeds ſome their pitch'd Bellies fry, 
Some hoiſt the Yards, and Canvas Wings apply. 
Some from 1ts Cradle launch a rocking Hull, 
SOME at the Cables ſtrain, and howling pull 
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Vaſt Anchors up, ſome Stores and Arms entomb, 
And ſtow with hidden War the Ship's dark Womb. 


The Shorcs around, and all the Oazy Soll 
Reſound with Clamour, and the Sailors Toll. 


W-cll Rigg'd and Mann'd, the Ships from ev*ry Port 


To their appointed Rendezvous reſort. 
The Rivers diſembogue, beſides their Flood, 
Into the Seas, a lofty, painted Wood. 


And now the Moon, had twice the Silver Ficld 


Of her fair Orb, with borrow'd Glory filFd : 
Since the uncaſic Britons had remain'd 

By adverſe Winds, within their Port detain'd. 
Boreas that had his Blaſts profuſcly blown, 


His Storms all ſpent, and bleaky Treaſures gone, 


With tir'd and flaggy Pinions now retreats, 
To fetch Recruits from wild Laplandian Seats : 
Auſter does next with nulder Blaſts preyail, 
And for the Britons blows a proſpcrous Gale. 
Now cach rough Hero of the Occan ſtands 
On the high Deck, giving Auſtere Commands. 


Prince Arthur to Embark approach'd the Shoar, 


Where the repoſing Scas no longer roar : 

But at his Feet obſequious Billows lay, 

As Conſcious of the Power they muſt obey. 
Then their broad Backs ſubſiding they ſubnut, 
Proud to ſuſtain their future Monarch's Fleet. 
The lofty Ships on rolling Billows bound, 
The Waves in ſoft Embraces clinging round. 
As when the Trojans, in the Mantuan Song, 
From Africk Sands, to Latium faiFd along : 
Old Occan roſe up from his rocky Throne, _ 
A Cryſtal Scepter, and a reedy Crown 
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His Power confeſt, his dewy Head he rear'd, | 
Above the Flood, and ſmiling on the Waves appear'd. 
New-gather'd Banks of Quickſands he remov'd, 
And kindly thro' the Deep, the Navy ſhov'd. 

So the calm Occan ſeem'd with cqual care, = 

On its plcas'd Waves, the Britiſh Fleet to bcar. 
Unweildy Perpoiſſes ſpout Scas away, 

And friendly Dolphins round the Squadrons play. 
The floating Caſtles dance upon the Tide, 

And on its foaming Ridge Triumphant ride. 

In glorious Lines the painted Squadrons move, 

As if the Pocts Gods laps'd from above, 

In gilded Clouds, were dancing on the Seas 

In Maſquerade, with the green Deities. | 


Twice the great Ruler of the Dav, had hurl'd 
His flaming 0rb, around th' enlighten'd World : 
When at the carly Dawning of the Day, 
The Navies incach other's Proſpect lay. 
The Saxon Squadrons cover all the Main, 
And with their Prows divide the l11quid Plain. 
Plying to Windward, Arthur's Mcn prepare 
Their Navy, to receive th' advancing War. 
Down on their Fleet King 0a bravely bore, 
Whoſe long-wing'd Navy ſtretcht from Shore to Shore. 
Both Flcets in Lines of War ſtood croſs the Deep, 
And rcady to engage, juſt Order keep. 
They hoiſt their bloody Flags on either fide, 
And Death her Jaws docs for her Feaſt provide. 
Now the ſhrill Trumpets ſprightly Voice, and all 
The Harmony of War, to Combate call. 
The Saxon Sailors with a hideous Cry,” 
Attright the Deep, and rend the echoing Sky : 
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The barb'rous Yellings and out-ragcous Sound 

From Rock to Rock, and Shore to Shore rebound. 

A furious Fight between the Fleets began, 

And bold Selinghbert firſt Attacks their Van. 

Now bearded Darts, and fatal Javclins fly, 

And Balls of Firc hiſs thro th inhighten'd Sky. 

Each on his Foc nuſhive Deſtruction pours, 

And Death receives, and gives in feather'd Showers. 
Thus nulder Fate at diſtance ſparing flew, 


Till co a cloſer Fight Selingbert flew, 

And on his Foc his maſly Grapples threw : 

Which clcnching faſt their pond'rous, griping Claws, 
The rude Embrace, both Ships together draws. 
The Saxons flew on Board with furious Arms, 
And on the Decks appear 1n numerous Swarms. 
Vogan cnrag*d, did fatal Wounds diſpenſe, 

With laviſh Hand, and made a brave Defence. 
With Battle-Axes, Swords, unweildy Crows, 
They clear the Decks of the inſulting Foes. 

Beat down with ghaſtly Wounds, ſome gaſping lie, 
Others their Arms caſt down, for Mercy cry. 

Into the Waves ſome their pale Bodies throw, 
And fly from Death above, to Death below. 
Down the Ships {ſides Torrents of Saxon Blood, 
With unknown Crimſon dye th? aſtoniſh'd Flood. 
Upon the Decks, which fſlaughter'd Heaps detorm, 
Enrag'd Selingbert pours a ſccond Storm, 

Which like a Summer's Shower ſoon diſappear'd, 
By Valiant Vogan and his Britons clear d. 

Selingbert thus defeated, boils with Rage, 

Bur torc'd at laſt, his Ship to diſcngage ; 

He bears away, and quits th unequal Fight, 
Providing for his ſafety, by his flight. 
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OAa mean time his Men for Fight prepares, 
And fiercely down on Arthwr's Squadron bears. 

The ſpacious ſides of his high Ship conſum'd 

Wholc Forcſts, and whole Mountains Spoils entomb'd. 
It ſelf a Fleet a-croſs the Billows ſtood, 

Engroſs'd the Winds, and preſs'd the lab'ring Flood. 
The lofty, gilded Palace ſhone from far, 

Preſenting to the Foe a glorious War. 

Bold 04a, and the Valiant Arthur meet, 

Which ſtruck a vaſt Concern thro' either Fleet : 

On this important Action ſeem'd to wait 

The Britiſh Hero's, and Britannia's Fate. 

Both {ides with Shouts their fatal Weapons fling, 
And wing'd with Death thick Showers of Arrows ling. 
Unerring Darts in hiſſing Tempeits fly, 

And carry ſwift Deſtruction thro' the Sky. 

Ships ruſh to Battle with enormous Shocks, 

As Tow'rs with Tow'rsencounter'd, Rocks with Rocks. 
So 1n the Northern Seas when Storms ariſc, 

High Rocks of Snow, and failing Hills of Icc 
Againſt cach other with a mighty Craſh, 

Driv'n by the Winds, inrude Rencounters daſh. 

The Seca afflicted foams, the Waves on high, 

Toſs'd by th' batCring I/lands, lave the Sky. 


\» The Cryſtal Towers break with a feartul Crack, 


And on the Billows ſpead their toaming Wreck. 
Vaſt Sheets of rocky Ice, and broken Iles, 
Opprels the lab'ring Ocean with their Spoils. 

On both ſides now they call forth all their Rage, 
 Reſolv'd in cloſer Combate to engage. 

Then Death and Slaughter in fad Trumph reign'd, 
And Seas of Blood the flipp'ry Decks diftaind. 
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Some the Pale Dead into the Occan heave, 
Some1n the Ships low Caves the wounded leave. 
Prodigious Numbersfell on either Side, 


Thin on the Decks they look'd, bur thick upon the T de. 


For neither Chief eer met a greater Foe, 

Both wondrous Skill, and wondrous Courage ſhow : 
While Victry oli equal Hope and Fear, 
Wirh doubctul Wings hung hov ring in the Air. 


The wiſe Prince Arthur, whilſt on Shore equips. 
Their uſe cill then unknown, a ſort of Ships, 
which {ſince che Deeds of that Important Day, 

Among loſt Arts in deep Oblivion lay : 

Till Captains char 1n after Ages liv d, 

The long forgotten Stratagem revay d. 

Bicumen, Sulphur, and V#/caman Spoils ; 

From lab'ring Mountains, and from unEtious Souls 
Napthcha and Pitch, with Skill and Lebour wrought, 
With hidden Stores of Flame che V eflel fraught : 
Like rolling Clouds where Lightning's Seeds remain, 
Their ſwelling Wombs a fiery Birth contain. 

Arthur ſo ſtrange a Ship to O&a lent, 

With ſuch Infernal Treaſures in it pent : 

Which with its grappling Engines fix'd, and turd, 
The bold Commander to his Friends retird. 

The Fire with unexſtinguiſh'd Rage, conſumes; 
The Subterrancan Wealth the Ship incombs. 

Vaſt ſheets of Flame, and Picchy Clouds ariſe, 

And burning Vomi ſpouts againſt the Skies. 
Tempeſts of Fire th aſtoniſh'd Heav'ns annoy, 
Fterce, as thoſe Scorms, that from their Clouds deſtroy : 
As #tna from its glowing Roots was torn, 

And by its own wild Hurricanes, was born 
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From its old Scat, to float upon the Waves, 

With Pulcan's Magazins, and Cyclops ſmoaking Caves. 
The burning Plague adher'd to O#as fide, 

And the ſcorcht Ribs the hot Contagion fry d , 

The ſpreading Miſchief's growth no Force reſtrains, 
The Plague reſiſted more ſeverely Retgns. 

To the tall Maſts the raging Flame aſpires, — S 
And neighbour ſits to Heav'n's contiguous Fires. 

O#a ar laſt his flaming Ship forſakes, 

And in ſtout Horſa's Veſlcl Refuge rakes. 

He once more here his Royal Standard Rears, 


Where on the Deck undaunted he appears, 

With chearful Looks, diſlembling inward Fears, 
He ſtrives the Saxons Courage to excite, 

To preſs the Foe, and ſtill maintain the Fight ; 

But ſtrives in vain, aſſiſted by the Wind, 

The ſpreading Burnings no reſiſtance find. 

Reſiſtleſs Flames advance with lawleſs Power 

From Ship to Ship, and thro' the Fleet devour. 
Naked and half-burnt Hulls with hideous Wreck, 
Afright the Skies, and fry the Ocean's back : 
Scorcht Bodies, broken Maſts, and ſmoaking Beams, 
Promiſcuous Ruin, float along the Streams. 
Deform'd DeſtruEtion, and wild Horrour ride 

In fearful Pomp, upon the Crimſon Tyde. 

Ar laſt King O&a, dreading longer ſtay, 
Commandaing all co follow, tows away ; 
The Saxon Captains chearfully obey. 


But Lucifer enragd at this Defeat, 
Plots to protect, and cover their Retreat. 
Summon to his Pavilion, ſtraight repair 
The Demons, that infeſt th' Inferiour Air 7 
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With bloated Fiends, that in dark Cavyes abide, 
And ofer the Subterrancan Damps pretide. 

Laſt the flow Powers come from their miſty Dens, 
That rule the Marſhes, Lakes, and ſtagnant Fers : 
To whom their Prince, ſce, how King 04a tows 
His ſhatter'd Ships, preſt by Victorious Focs. 
"Go, and protcct him from the ficrce Purſuit, 
And give him time, his Navy to recruit : 

Let all your Damps, and lazy Fogs ariſc, 

And with your ſluggiſh Treaſures cloud the Skics + 
Ler your thick Miſts repcl tht unwelcome Light, 
And o'er the Occan ſpread a friendly Night. 
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The humble Powers their haughty Prince obey, 
Some from dark Caverns tar remote from Day, 
From cach embowell'd Mount, and hollow Vaulr, 
Crude Exhalations, and raw Vaporrs brought. 

Some from deep Quagnures, Ponds,and ſedgy Moors, 
Drive the dull Reeks, and ſhove the haizy Stores : 
To ther appointed Station all repair, 

Ard with their heavy Wings encumber all the Aur. 
The ponderous Night's impenetrable Steems 
Exclude the Sur, and choak his brighteſt Beams. 
The hov'ring Clouds the Saxon Fleet embrace, 
And wondrous Darkneſs ſtops the Briton's Chale. 
04a, Mneas like, a miſty Night 

Around him caſt, eſcapes the Britor's Sight. 

Now had the Sun diffus'd the carly Day, 

From his bright Orb, and chasd the Fogs away : 
To their known Shore the Saxon Navy flies, 

And in their Ports and Rivers ſafcly his. 


Arthur, who while the Shades prevail'd, had lain 
Under an caſic Sail, upon the Main ; 
I 2 Diſcover.ng 
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D:ſcovering that the Saxon Fleet was loſt, 
Tack'd, and directly ſtood for A/biorn's Coalt. 

He fail'd not long, before his Joytul Men 

Could from the Maſts, their native Country ken. 
Firſt the Bolerian Promontory rears 

His Head, and as a lofty Wedge appears, 

That down into the Deep, had from the Shore, 
Run from Danmonian Mines and melted Oar : 

Here when the Oazy Shore, by cbbing Tides, 

Is naked left, around its glitt'ring Sides, 

Pale 7 inny Oar, and Copper's brighter Vein, 

Caſts Glimmering Luſtre o'er the liquid Plain. 
Next they difeover the aſpiring Hills, 

Whoſe Precious Sides Metallich Treaſure fills: 

In their dark Caves Cyclopian Lab'rers ſweat, 

And their vaſt Blows the ccchoing Hills repear. 
With ghaſtly Wounds they rend the groaning Earth, 
And from its Bowels wreſt the maſly Birth : 

By racking Engines, and redoubled Blows, 

She's torced her hidden Riches to diſcloſe. 

Under wide Caldrons, ſome whole Forrcſts pile, 
And melt in purging Flames the wealthy Spoil. 
Some in their hot Mtnean Forges ſweat, 

And glowing Wedges on huge Anvils beat : 

Their mighty ſtrokesſhake all the bellowing ground, 
Theneighb'ring Mountains, and the Valcs _ 
With ſubterranean Toil and Noiſe reſound. 

They paſs the crooked Shore, which Fame of old 
Enrich d with pond'rous Pearl, and fcattcr'd Gold : 
They view the Rocks with Gems and Treaſure bleft, 
In verdant Samphire, and Eringo dreſt. 

Danmonian Crows, lcaving the Neighb'ring Hills, 
In numerous, noiſy Flights, their Feet and Bills 


With 
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With Native Crimſon dy'd, © Yeripread che oy, 
And o'er the Fleet in Ominous Circics fly. 

Not far removd, it's ſides a Mountain ſhows, 
Where winding Shores a ſpacious Bay encloſe : 
His lofry Head, that flying Clouds invades, 
From Shore to Shore the dusky Occan ſhadcs. 
Long this wild Seat, as ancient Fame obtain'd, 
A fierce Gigantich Race of Men maintain'd ; 

Tall as the Hill, on which the Monſters dwelt, 

| Whoſe groaning fides their ftriding motion felt : 
Torn from wild Beaſts raw Skins, and grifly Hydes, 
A horrid Dreſs, adorn'd their hideous ſides. 

Half roaſted Swine their ſavage Jaws deyour, 
Thar ſtain their ſquallid Chins with flowing Gore. 


In thorny Dens the outſtrecht Monſters ly, 
Half caten Limbs, and mangled Bodies by : 


With Rapes and Thetfts,and endleſs Murders cloy'd, 


A fearful Plague, the Region they deſtroy'd. 
Weathering the Point with favourable Gales, 
Along the Shore the Conquering Navy Sails : 
Into the rough Hibernian Seas they came, 
That howling Monſters, and dire Gulphs defame ; 
Which to avoid, cloſe to the Shore they keep, 
Where fair Sabrina to her Parent Deep, 
Drawing, her fiiver Train along does glide, 
Diluting with treſh Streams the Briny Tyde. 
Lovely Sabrina that for refluent Tydes, 

Fair Cities, verdant Meadows, flow'ry Sides, 
For Finn'd Inhabitants; and pleaſant Streams, 
Yields only to her fairer Siſter Thames. 

Paſling theſe Seas, they view the fertile Soil, 
TilFd by Silurian Farmers skilful Toll ; 

Where the vext Sea fair Clamorgania aves, 
And rolls alorg the Sand its foaming Waves : 


Here 
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Here Rhemnius, gliding by Carphilli's Walls, 

Proud of its Roman ſtrength, into the Ocean falls. 
Then Ratoftibium from the hilly Lands, 

Rolls down its rapid Tyde, and troubled Sands. 
Next they deſcry an Ifle of wondrons Fame; 
Which the ſucceeding Ages Barry name. 

In its high fides thar to the Seca appcar, 

Dreadful co rell, ch* aſtoniſh'd Saylors hear 
mean Labour, where the bellowing Rocks, 
Shake with Gigantick Toil, and Thundering Strokes 
Of groaning Smiths ; ſometimes a mighty fledge, 
On a vaſt Anvil, bears a flaming wedge : 

Now Bcllows forni'd of vaſt, capacious Hydes, 

All Boreas blow from their Molian ſides. | 
Now the reſiſting Flames and Ficry Store, c 


By Winds aſſaulted, in wide Forges roar, 

And raging Scas flow down of mclted Oar. 
Sometimes they hear long Iron Bars remov'd, 

And to the ſides, huge heaps of Cynders ſhov d. 
As we advanc'd the Coaſt in Proſpect lay, 

Which the Dimerian Lords did then obey : 

Here th opening Land invites, with ourſtretcht Arms, 
The troubled Scas, free from the loud Alarms 

Ot the rough, windy Powers, to take their Faſe, 
And on its Boſom lyc diffus'd in Peace. 

The flowing Waters ſmooth their furrow'd Face, 
And gently roll into the Land's Embrace : 

To ſecret Creeks the weary Billows creep, 

And ſtretcht on 0az y Beds fecurcly ſleep. 

No happy Land, along th' European Coaſt, 

Can ſuch a fair and ſpacious Haven boaſt. 

In this wide Station, the Dimerians-pride, 


The biggeſt Ships, and greateſt Fleers may ride, 
Safe from the Inſults of the Winds and Tide. 
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Two lofty Caſtles withtheir gilded Towers, 
Inlighten, and defend the ſubject Shores. 

Here the Victorious Britons ſafe arrive, 

With all the Joy, long-wiſh'd for Harbours give. 
In frequent Throngs, the glad Drmetians ſtand 
Upon the Coaſt, chick as th unnumberd Sand, 
Their Acclamarions ard loud Shouts rebound, 
From trembling Hills, and ſhake the Shores around : 
The Ships lay rocking, and their Maſts bend more 
Wich Britons Breath, than with the Winds before. 
The joyful Britons and their Friends debark, 

And near the Shore a ſpacious Camp they mark. 

The pious Princeat a fair Caſtle ſtaid, 

That Malgo the Dimetian Lord obey d. 


Now her brown Wings the filent Night diſplays, 
Light ſprinkled o'er with Cynthia's filver Rays. 
Silence and Darkneſs all to Reſt invite, 

And ſleeps ſoft Chains make faſt the Gates of Light: 
Prince Arthur ſleeps, by Summons from on high, 
From trembling Joynts, his aCtive Spirits fly 

To the round Palace of th' Immortal Soul, 

Andthro the Rooms and dark Apartments toll. 

The buſte Crowd fills all the labouring Brain, 

Bright Fancy's Work-houſe, where cloſe Cells nin 
Of Forms and Images anendleſs Train, 

Which thither thro' che waking Senſes glide, 

And in fair Memry's Magazine abide. 

Compos'd of theſe, light Scenes and Shows appear, 
Which ſtill employ the reſtleſs Theater. 

Divinely mov'd, che Airy Figures take 

Their ſeveral Ranks, and this bright Viſion make. 
Prince Arthar, on a verdant Eminence 
Converfing with King Uter ſtood, from whence, 
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He views with wondring k.yes, great Lords and States, 
Crown'd Heads, Victorious Princes, Potentates, 
Heroes and Heroines, a glorious Train, 

which in long Order fill'd the fubje&t Plain, 

Prince Arthur on the Royal Scene intent, 

Demands what this Auguſt Afembly meant. 

For what end thither come, and who they were 
Thar at ch Iluſtrious Congreſs did appear. 


King Urer then reply d : Know pious Son, 
Thar after various bloody Battels won, 
You Beauteous Ethelina ſhall eſpoule, 
The faireſt Branch ofall King Of's houſe. 
A Chriſtian Princeſs of a Pagan Line, 
Whoſe Virtues equal with her Beauty ſhine. 

' You ſhall Triumphant mount the Br:rzſþ Throne, 
Which has not yet ſo great a Monarch known. 
Swell not with Pride, th Imperial Seat you gain, 
Brings envy d Honour,. but unenvy'd Pain. 

Your People rule with equal Laws, and know 
You re happy, when you make your Subjects fo. 
Letthem a Good, Indulgent Father find, 

Be mercifully 7uft, ſeverely Kznd. 

Lec your bright Virtues Imitators draw, 

_ Glorious Examples have more Force, then Law: 
Seek not an uncontroll'd and lawleſs Sway, 
Subjects from Love, bur Slaves from Fear obey. 
And whom the People fear, they quickly hare, 
Which Paſſions tn cheir Prince the like Create : 
Hence mutual Jealouſtes, and deep Deligns, 
Hence ſtrong Diſtruſt the mould'ring State disjoyns; 
Diftuſing good on all Mankind, you'll ſhow 

You imitate Heav'ns Government below. 
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The Berefattor will moſt Honour bring, 

And the Deliverer's greater than the Kirg : 
Bclieve no Foreign hoſtile Power, can move 
Your Throne, ſupportcd by your Subjects Love. 


The bright Aſſembly that ſurrounds the Hill, 
And with their Numbers all the Vally fill, 
Are Albion's Heros, who in future days, 


Theirown, and A/bion's Name, to Heay*n ſhall raiſe. 


The Regal Orders that the reſt outſhine, 

With glittering Crowns, are the Imperial Line, 
Thar after you, on Albior's Throne ſhall fir, 
Their Names in Fate's Eternal Volumes writ. 
The Kings that in the foremoſt Rank appear, 
Who frowning and unpleaſant Aſpects wear; 


Whoſe waning Crowns with faded Luſtre ſhine, 5 
Shall after you ſucceed, firſt Conſtantine, ( 


Conanus, and the reſt of Britiſh Line : 

Theſe look not withtheir Native Splendour bright, 
But dimly ſhine, with delegated Light. 

Heroick Deeds by great Forefathers done, 

Caſt all their Glory on them, not their own: 

To narrow Bounds their ſcanty Empire ſhrinks, 
And Britons Grandeur, with their Virtue ſinks. 

At laſt their Crimes, offended Heav'n provoke, 
To cruſh their Nation with the Saxon Yoke. 


Here Arthur ſigh'd, that his degenerate Racc, 
Should with inglorious Deeds their Stock debaſe: 


When Urer cry d, Obſerve the Saxon Line, 
Where mighty Kings the Britzſh Rank ourſhine : 
Crowns on their Heads, and Scepters in their Hand, 


All great in War, and born for high Command, 
U 
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_ Thar Amb the Britiſh Empire fhall Aſai}, 

And aided by the Britons Crimes prevaul. 

This mighty Nation, quickly ſhall believe 

The Chriftians God, and Heav'nly Light reccve; 
That's Ethelbert the firſt of Saxon Race, 

That ſhall pure Faith, and Truth Divine embrace. 
He ſhall deſtroy in their own Temples Flames, 
Their ſenſleſs Gods, of barb'rons, Northern Names : 
In vain their Prieſts on helpleſs Idols call, 

They, and their Groves by the ſame Axes fall : 
Fragments of broken Altars, and the ſpoil 

Of ruin'd Gods, fill all th applauding ik. 

All ſhall adore the great myſterious King, 

And of his Croſs the glorious Triumphs ſing. 

The Spring of Life gilded with Heavnly Beams, 
Purge guilty Minds, with pure Bapuſmal Streams. 
From hence the Light ſhall break, which ſhall diſpell 
The Pagan Shades, that on the Saxons dwell. 
Proud Lucifer ſubdu'd, flics in deſpair, + 

With all ch Infernal Powers about the Air, 

* That with their broad, exrended Wings retreat, 
To ſeek a ſafe, and unmoleſted Scar: 

To fix on Scythian Hills their gloomy Throne, 
Or on the Sands fry'd by the burning Zone. 

As when the Storks prepare to change their Clime, 
The long-neckd Nation, in the Air ſublime, 
Wheeling, and cowring up in Circles fly, 

And with their cackling Cries diſturb the Sky: 

In lingring Clouds they hang, and Leiſure give, 
For all their feather'd People to arrive. 

To th* Airy Rendezvous all haſt away, 

And their known Leaders noiſy Call obcy ; 

Then thro' the Heav'nstheir trackleGFlight they take, 
And for new Worlds, their preſent Seats forſake : 


v0 


Book V.  Prance Arthur. 147 


So here the Fiends afſembled in the Air, 
Quit A/bion's Soil, and to wild Lands repair. 


Remark that Prince, that in the midſt appears, 
Seven bright Imperial Diadems he wears ; 
Thar's the great Egbert, whoſe heroick Might, 
Shall the diſmember'd Ifland reunite : 3 
His Arms ſhall give him univerſal Sway, 
And all the Saxors ſhall his Power obcy. 


Seethere the great Northumbrian Monarch ſtands, 
Edwine his Name that all the Iſle commands : 
A happy Prince, if his good Angel's Art 
Diverts the Mercian Rufhian's bloody Dart. 
Saxons and Britons ſhall obey his Arms, 
_ Himſelf, che lovely Ethelburga Charms : 
Her beautcous Eyes the mighty Monarch fire, 
Her Words, his Soul with Chriftiaz Flames inſpire 
Bleſt Ethelburga of unrival'd Worth, 
Thar plants Religion in the barren North. 


See Alfred there, all ſhall his Praiſes fing, 
A pious Souldicr, and an humble King. 
Hero and-Bard, able in lofty Verſe 
His own great Deeds, and Triumphs to reherſc. 
Obey'd by all his unreſiſted Arms, 
Shall to their Coaſts repel the Daniſh Swarms: 
Into the Seas ſwept by his potent Hand, 
Thoſe Northern Locuſts leave th afflicted Land. 
The People his wiſe. Laws ſhall cultivate, 
From their rude Minds,and ſmooth th unpoliſf'd State- 
Upon the Verdant Plam, where fs Streams. 
Haſt to th* Embraces of her 'Sifter: Thames : 
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This mighty Prince ſhall a fami'd Empire Found, 
WhercLearning ſits with branchingLaurels Crown'd- 
Where ſacred Arts with all their Lettcr*d Train, 
In lofty Schools ſhall unmolefted Reign : 
Baniſh'd from Greece and Rome, no ſafe Retrear 

* They'll find, Gill ſerled im:this Peaceful Sear. 

Ages to come, this Seat will Oxford name, 

Ot which no Tanc, or Place, ſhall bound the Fame. 
Remoteſt Nations ſhall her Wonders know, 

Far as Great Britain's potent Navies go. 

Learfing, her Native growth, ſhall Strangers ferch, 
And taught by her,their own rude Countries teach : 
Th admiring World ſhall Albion then adore, 
Revere her Armics, but her Learning more. 

As when the Wiſdom of th* Eternal Mind, 

Rude Chaos labour'd, and the Maſs retin'd ; 

The ſcatter'd Rays that wander'd in the Air, 

Did to the Sun's capacious Orb repair ; 

The ſhining Colomes pour thick around, 

Here fixt, and did a glorious Empire Found : 

So here the broken Beams of glimmering Arts, 
Aſſembling all their Light from diſtant parts, 

To make bright Oxford's Luminary ſtay, 

That o'er the World ſhall ſpread Celeſtial Day. 


Remark E/feda there, a Martial Dame, 
That by her Arms ſhall win Immortal Fame. 
At laſt the Princes of the Saxon Line, 

From Heav'nly Love and Purity decline : 
Their Chriſtian Virtues, and pure Zeal abate, 
And with them ſickens their decaying Stare. 
With Chriſtian Names,their Pagan Crimes they keep, 
And deaf to Heav'n's loud Threats ſecurely ſleep : 
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Tull chic fierce Dare ſent by ſupream Command, 

A vengeful Scourge dvcs on their Borders Land. 

The Saxor's Guardian Angels calPd away, 

Leave them to hoſtile Arms, an caſte Prey, 

Thus Heav'n aMicts a Land, when Impious grown, 
And from their Throne pulls haughty Monarchs down. 
This dreadful Curſe; ſhall by relenting Heav'n, 

Be ſoon from ſad Britannia's Empire driv'n : 

The Cruel, flothful Dane ſhall ſoon decline; 

To make way for a nobler Norman Line: 


- That Prince obſerve,that moveswith ſo much Grace, 
Is. the great William of the Norman Race : 

A mighty Prince, a Leader Brave, and Wile, 

Whoſe towring Fame ſhall ſoar above the Skies. 
Heav'n docs for him Britannia's Crown deſign, 

From which great Stock, ſhall branch a numerous Line 
Of mighty Princes, that ſhall Rule this Ile, 
Enriching it with Conquer'd Nations Spoil. 


The Valiant ſecond Henry, ſee him there, 
Whar Majeſty docs in his Looks appear ? 
Through wild Hibernia he ſhall force his way, 
And add four Kingdoms to the Britiſh Sway. 


Brave Richard ſee, who from the ſacred Coaſt, 
Shall drive the Barb'rous, Unbelieving Hoſt. 
In Gaul this Monarch's Arms ſhall be renown'd, 
Dreaded in Battcl, and with Conqueſt Crowrn'd: 
Long time in Peace his Crown might be cnjoy'd, 
Could he the Arrow at Chaluz avoid. 


Now, Son, yourEyetothat brave Warriour turn, 
Whoſe Beams ſo much the Norman Line adorn. 
__ How 
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How great a Preſence, what a Port he bcars ? 
How much a mighty Conq'rour he appears ? 
That Prince is Edward, whoſe Victorious Arms 
Fadea fave from Pagan Foes Alarms. 

How he returns thro* the Trinacrian Ile, 

Thro* high Parthencpe's delicious Sol, 

Thro” loud Applauſes of admiring Rome, 
Recking in hoſtile Blood truumphant home ! 

The beauteous Perſon next that Monarch ſeen, 
Is Eleonora his Illuſtrious Queen. 

In Storms ſhe's with him on the Ocean toſt, 

To ſeek out horrid War on Aſia's Coalt. 

Midſt barbarous Arms his Wite, Adviſer, Friend, 
She lis prodigious Labours ſhall attend. 

And when her Lord, ſo Heay'n permuts, ſhall feel 
Within his Veins, the Murd'rer's poiſon'd Steel : 
She to the ſpreading Plague her Lips applics, 
And gives that Eaſe, which 4fia's Balm denicss 
Invading Death her heabng Kiſſes charm, 

And with new Life the ſinking Monarch warm. 
No other Prince that in this Age ſhall: reign, 
Shall equal Honour to braye Edward's Gain, 
But great Adolphus, of th' luſtrious Race 

Of Heroes, which, the Houſe. of: Nafaz, Grace : 
This mighty Prince ſhall gain th* Imperial Sway, 
And wide Germania.ſhall his Laws obey. 
The God-like Virtues, and Heroick Fire, 
Thar ſhall the brave Naſovian. Hauſe inſpire, 
Shall make Adolphus ſhine in this high Sphear, 
Preluding to the. great Dclivercr, 
The pious William ; yonder, he's in Sight, 
In whom Nafſovian Blood, and ours unite. 
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There * TEM Edward ftands, that with his Hoſt 
Shall croſs the Occan to the Galliich Coaſt : 
Where hc his Conquering Enfigns ſhall diſplay, 
| And make the haughty Franks his Laws obey. 
There Queen Philippa ſhines, th' Albanians Dread, 
Worthy of Britain's Crown, and Edward's Bed : 
While Foreign Kingdoms Edward's Arms ſubdue ; 
Hers thro' the North the vanquiſh'd Scots purſue. 
See the Black Prince in Armour by her ſide, 
Proud Gallia's Terrour, and fair Albior's Pride : 
What Trumphs wait him in Pifavian Ficlds ? 
What never-tading Laurels Croify yields ? 


That Henry mark, the glorious Conquerour, 
That Gallia ſhall reduce by Albion's Power. 
Immortal Prince, if Arms can make thee ſo, 

For thee in Norman Fields what Laurels grow ? 
How great hell ſecm, his Arms diſtain'd with Blood, 
Chaſing the Franks o'er Seir's affrighted Flood ! 
Ar Agencourt what Wonders ſhall be done, 

What Towns of Force, what Barrels ſhall be = 
Before in Triumph he aſcends their Throne ? 


Our Blood the Royal Channel now regains, 
Deriv'd thro' Tudor our brave Offſpring's Veins ; 
Which with the Norman joyn'd,the Confluent Tide 
As long, as that of Time, ſhall downward glide. 
From their Embrace to rule Britannia ſprings, 

A glorious Race of Queens, and potent Kings. 
See, the firſt Tudor that aſcends the Throne, 
After the glorious Field at Boſworth won : 

The Scepter he ſhall ſway with great Applauſe, 
And Rule the Ifle with Wiſe and Equal Laws. 


Young 
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Young Edward there, Albior's Delight, appears 
Learn'd, Pious, Manly, Wiſe above his years. 
Then Liberty 1n all her lovely Charms, 

Shall fir ſecure from Tyranny's Alarms : 
Religion purgd trom Rome's Adulcerous Stain, 
Shall in her pure, and Native Splendor Reign. | 

- No greater Mind to Albion's Crown ſucceeds, 
Rever'd for Brave, and loy'd for Pious Deeds. 
Bleſt Albion, if kind Heay'n would long permu 
So great a Monarch, on thy Throne to fit ! 

But, oh, how ſhort Delights atrend him here, 
Such Heay'nly Gueſts arc ſhewn, and diſappear : 
Dear both to Earth and Heay'n, hell ſoon remove 
His Throne from hence, to Reign 1n Bliſs above : 
With what Complaints, with what deſpairing Cries, : 
Shall ſad Brizannia Mourn his Obſequics ? 


There, ſec, the bright Elizabetha riſe, 
Inlightning with her Rays the Britiſh Skies. 
Th Indulgent Parent of her Pcople, ſhe 
Loves, Feeds, and Guards Britannia's Family. 
Heav'n's and her People's Rights ſhe ſhall protect, 
And for Britannia's Eaſe, her own neglect : 
Her Sons ſhe ſhall embrace with pious Care, 
And from her Coaſts ſend back th' Therian War. 
Bleſt times, when ſke that wears th' Imperial Crown, 
Regards her Peoples Safety, as her own. 


Intently now on that great Monarch gaze, 
So much diſtinguſh'd by his brighter Rays : 
This 1s the Man, the brave Nafſovian, whom 
I nam'd, the great Dcliverer to come. 
Succeeding Prophets under your great Name, 
This our great Offspring ſhall aloud proclaim ; 
Raid 
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Rais'd from a noble Branich of Tudors Line, 
From Thamifis tranſplanted to the Rhine. 
Amaz'd Poſterity, will ſcarce belicye 

The wond'rous Deeds, this Hero ſhall atchicye. 
Th' European World by Rome and Gaul oppreſt, 
By his long-wiſhd-for Arms ſhall be relcaft. 
He'll far out-ſhine his own Heroick Race, 
Europe's Protectors, who ſhall Tyrants chaſe, 
And Monſters vanquiſh with Herculean Toil, 
And reſcue from their bloody Jaws, their Spoil. 
The beardleſs Hero's firſt vietorious Arms, 

Shall free his Country from the Gazls Alarms : 
As he advances, Seas of Gallick Blood, 

Shall with red Streams, ſwell Moſa's wondring Flood : 
Their flaughter'd Ranks ſhall lic along the Rhine, 
And with ſtrange Purple ſtain th aſtoriiſhd Vine. 


For in this Age, 
Juſt Heav'n ſhall cauſe a haughty Prinee to riſe, 
Cruel, as Lucifer, and ike him wiſe: 
Heav'n's Laws, and Power, the Tyrant ſhall deride 
Breaking in Sport, the Oaths wherewith he's td. 
Th infariate Monſter pleas'd with humane Gore, 
And urgd with Helliſh Rage, ſhall firſtdevour 
His Gallick Slaves, and with a merc'lefs Hand, 
Spread fearful Ruin ocr his frunful Land.. 
Raging with Fire and Sword, he ſhall inyade 
His Neighbour's Cities, to his Gold berray'd. 
No Spoil, no Carnage, ſhall his Fury cloy, 
Buc drunk with Blood, he ſhall around deſtroy, 
Like ſpreading Fires, or Torrents roaring down, 
From melting Snows, that all the Vally drown. 
Like Hell, he ſhall derive his chiefeft Joy, 
From the divine Pernuſſion to deftroy. 


X Miſchiet 
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Miſchict and Ruin, he ſhall Conqueſt name, 
And trom Deſtruction raiſe a diſmal Fame. 
Regions laid waſt, Orphans and Widows Cries, 
Proclain his Power, and barb'rous Victories. 
So dire a Plague, ſhall Heavn pernur to reign, 
To ſcourge the impious World, bur co reſtrain 
The ſavage Spoller, ſhall this Prince employ ; 
Monſters grow up, for Heroes to deſtrov. 
The valiant Youth ſinking Batavia faves, 

Their ſureſt Digue againſt the Gallick Waves. 
After oppreſt Britannia ſhall invite, 
The fam'd Deliverer to aſſert her Right. 

His Arms the lowring Tempeſt ſhall diſpel, 
Which threatning Albion,rolls trom Rome and Hell : 
Fair Liberty her drooping Head ſhall rear, 

And bleſt Religion on her Throne appcar. 

His Reign freſh Lite ro Albion ſhall imparr, 

And teach her Sons War's long-forgorten Arr. 
Britons diflolv'd in ſoft, inglorious Eaſe, 

In courtly Vices, and luxurious Peace, 

He ſhall inſpire with a new marual Flame, 

And lead them cn, to gain their Ancient Fame. 
Now Albion's Youth poliſh their ruſty Arms, 

And once more, Gallia dreads their loud Alarms : 
Victorious Britons, as of old, ſhall come 

Laden with Spoils, and crown'd with Laurels, home. 


He ceasd ; bur near the great Naſovian ſtood 
A Heroine, by nuen of Royal Blood. 
3cr Form Drvine, and Scraph-like her Facc, 
Where Hceav*nly Sweerneſs, ſtrove with Princely Grace. 
But a black Cloud on her fair Temples lies, 
And on che ground ſhe fixt her beautcous Eyes. | 


Prince 
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Prince Arthar on th* Illuſtr:ious Form Intent, 
Ask'd who ſhe was, and what the Sadneſs meant, 
That her dejec&ted Eyes did overſpread, 

Whar the thick Miſt that hoycr'd round her Head. 


King Ver with Reluctance thus replies, 

While flowing Tears guſh'd from hismournful Eyes 
Ah, Son, demand no more their Fates to know, 
That nwſt produce ſuch univerſal Woe. 

Telling that Offspring's Story, I reveal 

A Scene of Grief, I labour'd to conceal. 

This Wonder to the World, as ſoon as ſhown, 

Is taken up to her Celeſtial Throne. 

Ah! what fad Accents, what a mournfnl Cry, 
What lamentable Sounds will fill the Sky, 

When her high Herſe, ſhall from her Palace go 
Thro* weeping Throngs, inall the Pomp of Woe ? 
So ſad a Cry did wondring Nile affright, 

When Egypr's firſt-born Youth were ſlain by Night. 
What Strains of Sorrow will Azgufta ſhow 

Whart Floods of Tears, ſad Thamifis, will flow 
Into thy Stream, whule gliding by the Dome, 
Where freſh erected ſtands her lofry Tomb. 

Son, mind her Preſence, what a God-like Air ? 
What Throngs of Graces in her Eyes appear ? 

No nobler Genius, no well faſhiond Mind 

Eer took a Turn more happily deſignd, 
From an Etherial Mould more labour'd and refin'd. 
Mild as the bleſt above, without ſerene 

As Eder's Air, and calm as Heav'n within. | 
No lovelyer Star adorns the Britiſh Sphear, _- 
Ah! nught ſhe longer in her Orb appear, * 
That her Celeſtial Influence nught Flow 
In chearing Streams on all the Iſle below ! 
XN 2 
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New warmth to A/b:on her kind Beams aftord, 54 
To Albion guarded, as before reſtor'd, « 
By the Nafovian Angel's flaming Sword. J 
My faireſt Offspring ! ah, her rigid Doom |! 

She ſhall Maria be : Come, quickly come, 

Bring me white Lillies, Roſes newly blown, 
Lilkes and Roſes, like Maria's own : 

Theſe on her Herſe I'll ſcatter, and perfume 

With od'rous Herbs and Flowers,the precious Tomb. 
Let me my Sorrow thus expreſs, *ris true, 

A fruitleſs Deed, bur all that Love can do. 


The Tides of Gricf that here ſwell'd Arthur's Breaſt, 
Broke Sleep's ſoft Fetters, and difloly*d his Reſt : 
The Airy Objects, that without did waar, 

Now ruſh in by the Senſes open Gare. 
His waking Thought, the wondrous Scene reyiews, 
And yarious Paſſions in his Mind renews. 


Prince 
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Ow in the Eaſt the Saffron Morn arolc, 


Thro' all the Region flew Loquacious Fame : 


And the glad tydings ſpread, whereer ſhe came : 


Prince Arthur's Landed, is the general Cry, 
Straight to their Arms the cheartul Britons fly : 
The great Reſtorer all prepare to meet, 

And warlike Noiſe reſounds in every Street. 
His eager Friends 1mpatient of delay, 

Had long expected this Auſpicious Day. 


They knew he was Embark'd to bring them Aid, 


And for his quick, and ſafe Arrival pray'd. 

Oft on the Rocks and higheſt Hills they ſtood, 
And all around the Subje&t Ocean view'd 
With longing Eyes, hoping the fight to gain 
Of Arthur's Conquering Navy on the Main : 
And when no Fleet, no Arthur they deſcry'd, 
They chid the Winds, and interpoſing Tydc. 
With leſs impatience ſtaid the Ithacian Dame, 
Till to her Arms her wiſh'd Vlyfes came. 

The Seftian Maid not with ſuch Paſſion ſtood, 
To ſpy her Lover cutting thro? the Flood. 
The Zcalous Men while adverſe Boreas reign'd, 


And from the Coaſts Prince Arthwrs Fleet derain'd, | 


And call'd the Lab'rer from his ſoft repoſe. 
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When mild Aurora with her roſy Light, 

Began to ſtreak the dusky Face of Night, 

Oft from their Beds, up to the Windows flew, 
And thence the Fanes and flying Clouds would view, 
To ſee if yet more fayourable Galcs, 

Roſe from the South, to ſwell Prince Arthur's Sails. 
Anxious they look around, Þut when they find 
Their hopes retarded by an adverſe Wind, 

Their Sorrow in repeated Sighs expreſt, 

They to their Beds return; bur not to Reſt: 


Thus they expected Arthur's powerful Aid, 
And ſuch their Sorrow was, their Hopes delay'd. 
But now, at laſt the Prince's Fleet arriy'd, 

Raiſes their Courage, and their Hopes reviv'd. 

The joyful Throngs Prince Arthur's Praiſe proclaim » 

This every Tongue employs, ev'n Children aim, 

That ſcarce have learn'd to ſpeak, to liſp his Name. 

Some praiſe his Stature, and his God-like Face, 

His awtul Preſence, and Majeſtick Grace, 

His Courage ſome, and Condu&t in the Field, Bo 

And think great Caeſar's Fame to his, muſt yield : 

His Clemency and Pity ſome admire, 

And all the Virtues, that his Mind inſpire. 

The Actions of his Childhood ſome repeat, 

In which they ſtill diſcover'd ſomething Great : 

And now, what they expected, he appears, 

The Hero promis'd in his tender years. 

Others relate the ancient Prophecies, 

Wherein was told a Monarch ſhould ariſe 

Of nughty Power, and Univerſal Fame, | 

That ſhould to Heay'n adyance the Britiſh Name : 

Things weigh'd, and well compar'd, they all conſent 

Arthur's the Conqrour, that the Prophets meant. 
Some 
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Some tell their Friends, their Courage to ſupport; 

What mighty Guards ſurround the Prince's Court. 

What Succours hir'd were from Germania brought, 

Succours, as oft Victorious, asthey fought : 

Ficrce Alpine Allobrogs with {laughter fed, 

In Szows and everlaſting Winter bred. 

Men of ſtupendous Bulk, pamper'd and cloyd 

With Blood of Nations,which their Armsdeſtroy'd. 

Arm'd with broad, flaming Swords, and mighty Spears ; 

Their Caps were Wolves, their Coats rough Skins of Bears: 

Who ftretcht on Beds did n'er their Limbs repoſe, 

But from the naked ground ſtill vig*rous roſe. 

Of Aſpect terrible, their ſquallid Face 

Thick, marred Beards with briſtly Terrour grace : 

None cer eſcap'd, that did their Arms provoke, 

They Mow whole Squadrons with a fingle ſtroke: 

This monſtrous Kind of Men did Fame invent, 

And Arthur's Troops fo dreadful repreſent, 

To raiſe the Britons Hearts before devreſt, 

And ſtrike a Terrour thro* the Saxor's Breaſt. 

With Joy tranſported all tor Arms declare, 

And all the Accourrements of War prepare. 

The Shepherds on the Hills torſake their Flocks, 

And leave their brouzing Goats upon the Rocks. 

Inſtead of Crooks, that did their Flocks command, 

Long warlike Spears they brandiſh in theur Hand. 

The Britiſh Youth their Courage raisd, rejoyce 

To ſec the Banners fly,and hear the Trumper's Voice. 

The Farmers leave the Hopes their Fields afford, 

Torcap freſh Laurels with their Conquerirfg Sword, 

The noiſe of War does from the Hills rebound, 

And mudit the Miners Eccho's under ground : 

Who ſtraight alarnr'd, at nobler Labour Sweat, . 

And into Swords their glowing Meal bear. 
+ Their 
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Their Forges, Anvils and wide Bcllows breath, 
Arc all employ'd in yarious kinds of Death. 

| Sotne ſhape the Halbert,and broad Fauchion's-Blade: 

And Darts by ſome, and Arrows Heads arc made. 

Some forming Battle-Axes heave the Sledge, 

Some into Shields ſtrike out a flaming Wedge. 

To faſhion Helmets ſome the Hammer ply, 

Some labour, Picces for the Leg and Thigh. 

With Lancesarm'd, ſome their hot Courſers ren, 

And to the War Curycrt along the Plain. 

Some with their clenching Gauntlers graſp the Shield» 

Shake their long Spears, and ruſh into the Field. 

Acroſs their Shoulders ſome their Quivers hung, 

Their Arrowstrim'd,and Bows for Death new ſtrung. 

As when black Clouds dark'ning the Summer Sky, 

Loaded with Cryftal Tempeits {lowly fly, 

Th* Artillery diſcharg'd, with mighty Sound 


Th exploded Hailſtones, leap upon the ground, 
Thunder amidſt the Woods,and from the Hills rebound. 
So with the Britons all the Region ſwarms, 

So thick their Troops, ſo loud the noiſe of Arms: 

The groaning Earth complains, and trembling feels 
The trampling Hoofs,and Chariots fervid Wheels. 


In order now, Geleſtial Maſe, declare 
What Troops,and who thoſe ancicnt Britons were, 
Who tor their Country's Liberty combin'd, 
And their Brigades with Arthur's Forces joyn'd. 
From Time's dark Priſons ſet the Hero's free, 
And may thcir glorious Names Immortal be. 


Firſt warlike Cadwall the Dimetians Head, 
His Forces from the neighbouring Region lcd. 


Their 
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Their Troops advance from the bleak Northern Shore, 


On which th* Hybernian Sea's loud Billows roar : 


And where O0fopitarum, thro' the Waves 


Wedging his Way, th* oppoſing Ocean braves. 


Fair Mariduzum pours her Squadrons forch, 


Where the fam'd Sorc'rer Merlin had his Birth. 


They came who dweltround high Plinlimmorts Sides; 


Where Stuccia flows, and ſwift 7 zrobizs glides. 


King Meridoc, the Ordovician leads 


Down from the Britiſh Alps, whoſe ſnowy Heads, 


Imaus like, ſtand rowring in the Air, 
And midft the Stars cternal Winter bear : 
And from the Soil lay'd by Conovizs Flood, 


And Menai's Banks, where old Sezontixm ſtood. 


Great Numbers ſwarm'd from Morna's noble Ile, 
Deformd for Aſpe&t, bur of fertile Soll : 

Where once in ſhady Groves crected ſtood, 
The Druids Altars ſtain'd with humane Blood. 


The Troops their March from Mediolanum take, 


From Helen's Way, and the Tegeian Lake ; 


Thro' which fair Deva's Streams ſo (wittly pals, 
They uncorruptcd ſhun th* impure Embrace : 


Here the ſublime Mervinian Mountains riſc, 


And with ſharp-pointed Tops transfix the Skies. 


Next Morogan the bold S:lures brought, 


None for their Country's Freedom berter fought : 


They bravely Valens and his Troops withſtood, 


And dy'd Sabrina's Streams with Roman Blood: 


With like Succeſs Veranizs they defcar, 
And forc'd his vanquiſh'd Eagles to retrear. 


This cauſe, as much their Courage did provoke, 


To free their Country from the 


Saxon Yoke. 
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work | Pronce Arthur. Book VI. 
They take in haſt their Swords and Bucklers down, 
And march to meet the Prince from every Town. 
From all the Cities on the verdant fide 

Of Nidus, and on Logher's Cryſtal Tydc: 

They march fromBoviam,andthe neighboring Shore, 
Thick, as the Waves, that there inſulting roar. 
Down from the Hilly Lands the Britojzs came; 
Which now th' Inhabitants Brechinia name : 
Where the black Mount ſtands lofty in the Aur, 
And forky Peak, ſince calPd great Arthur's Chair. 
They march from Bulleum, Haga, and the Lake, 
Where when broad Sheets of Ice diflolving crack, 
Theratl:ng Noiſe rebounds from neighb'ring Hills, 
And with loud Thunder all the Region fills. 

From Ariconium, and the flowry Space, 

Which wanton Yage's winding Arms cmbrace : 
Where Lzgzs his tranſparent Boſom ſpreads, 

And where Liddezxus murmurs thro the Meads. 
Where thick Heſperian Woods with Apples crown'd, 
Of golden Hue, enrich the Ficlds around : 
Which the moſt generous Britifh Wine produce, 
Auſonia ſcarce aftords a nobler Juice. 

They leave the Fields tann'd for the pureſt Corn, 
And the rich Plains that Wooly Flocks adorn, 
Which bleſs the Farmer with a noblcr Fleece, 
Than what Apulia boaſts, or fertile Greece. 

They leave the golden Vale, and happy Ground, 
VVhich Doras laves, and lofry VVoods ſurround. 
The warlke Youth from Venta came, and thoſe 
That Mano's Flood and Iſca's Streams incloſe. 
VVith thoſe that round the 0azy Moor arc bred, 
And near the Golden Rock's refulgent Head. 

Our from her Gates her Youth fair ]{ca pours ; 
Crown'd with: gilt Spires,rxch Domesand lofty Towers. 
VVherc 
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Where Golden Roots,and checker'd Floors abound, 
Deep Vaukes, and ſpacious Chambers under ground. 
A ſtately Theater rhe Town o'crlooks, 

And noble Works convey the neighb'ting Brooks, 
By Conquering Romans built, that far from hotne 
They might enjoy the Sports and Potmp of Rowe. 
Such was the ample City's ancient Fame, 

Now worn by time 1t ſcarce preſerves its Name. 
Thoſe from Gobanium march, a Town that ſtood 
On Iſca's and Gevini's confluent Flood. 

Jn cheerful Troops the ſtout Cornavians carne, 
From the rich Soil we now Sa/opia natne : 

From either fide of fair Sabrina's Tyde, 

Whoſe filver-Streams the fruicful Land divide. 
From Uſocona, and the Towns that lay 

On the fam'd Remen Military way : 

From Uriconium, yet a Noble Town, 

And old Rutunium, then of good Renown: 
Galbut their Leader at their Fiead appears, 
A lovely Youth, and Wiſe above his Years. 
Deſcended from a Noble, anctent Race 

Of Heroes, who the Briziſh Annals grace. 

He by Forcfathers Beams Illuſtrious ſhone, 

Great by their Decds, bur greater by his own. 
Zeal for his Country, and the Britiſh Cauſe, 
The generous Youth to glorions Danger draws : 
For this he croft the Ocean, to implore 

Prince Arthur's Arms, their Freedom to reſtore. 
The Prince embrac'd him, as his Fay'*rite Frierid,' 
And did his Zeal and Vigilance cofhmend. 

He ſtaid the dear Companion of his Toll, 

Both on the Seas, and on th' Armorick Soll : 

And wherr the Sax0y, and the Briziſh Fleer, 

(A dreadful day) did on the Ocean mecr, 
TY 
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By Arthur's ſide upon the Deck, he ftood | 
Diſtain'd with ſcatter'd Brains, and recking Blood. . 
The Youth ar danger unconcern'd appear'd,: | 
And nothing bur his Country's Suff rings fear'd. 

He leap'd out firſt on the Dimerian Strand, 

And welcom'd Arthur to his Native Land : 

Where taking leave, he to his .Country came, 

To Head his Mcn, and win yet greater Fame. 


Devana (cnds brave Troops, a noble Town, | 
For lofty Works, and ſplendid Structures: known: 
Where once the Roman Conquerours did reſide, 
And cnvy'd not Italia's Wealth and. Pride. 

The bold Inhabuants on Deva's Bank, 

And they who Dans, and, Meiſeia drank ; 

With thoſe that had their Seats, along the Soil 
Which Briny Riches gives with cafic Toll ; 

Draw outand Muſter on the Neighb'ring Plain, 
Reſolv'd the Brizi/h Honour to regain. 

Bothan their Captain was a Warlike Knight, 

A brave Afſerter of his Country's Right. 

A noble, but ungovernable Fire, 

Such 1s the Herocs) did his Breaſt inſpire. 

His honeſt Rage, his Friends could ſcarcely Rulc, 
Hot tor the Camp, bur nor for Counſcl Cool: 

Fic to aſliſt co pull a Tyrant down, 

But not to pleaſe the Prince that mounts the Throne. 
[mpatient- of Oppreſſion, ſtill he ſtood. 

His Cognt:y's Mounds, againſt th' invading Flood : 
[mpetuous, as-a Twnpeſt in 1s Courle, 

He nor to Conduct: truſted, bur to Force. 
UnskilF'd in Court. Intreagues, on which the wiſe 
And cratty Stareſmen, .as his ſtrength, relics ; 
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He till expected that a loud Applauſe, 

Should follow Brav'ry, and a Righteous Cauſe: 
His Country prais'd him ; no Britannick Lord, 
Was as his People's Patron more ador'd. 

And Now 1n Arms they throng about their Head 
None to the Prince ſuch numerous Forces led. 


pl 


The Coritanians, that the Soil poſleſt, 
By fair Darventio's fruitful Waters bleſt, 
And Repandunum, where clear Trenta's Tide 
Do's into Dowo's ſilver Boſome glide. 


Thoſe near high Peak, in heavenly Waters drown'd, 


And in the Dale, which craggy Rocks ſurround ; 
Thcir Zeal and Courage rais'd by loud Alarms, 
Forſook their Scats, and Fields, and flew to Arms. 
Theſe valiant Men that Fame and Freedom fought, 
To join the Prince's Arms Canvallo brought. 
Noble Canvallo, who did with him bring 

The Majeſty, and Preſence of a King. 

Of lofty Stature, and a graceful Air, 

By's own Sex fear'd, and favour'd by the Fair. 
Th Inglorious Pleaſures of the.wanton Courr, 


Which drain'd his Wealth,did not the Patrior hurt. 


Fic for the Camp, or Buſineſs of che State, 
Bur ſoft Enjoyments Love to both abarte. 
Alarm'd with Publick Danger, he aroſe. 

Like a rous'd Lion, from his long Repoſe:. 
Arm'd, and equip'd with great Magnitficence, 


He mounts his fiery Turk, bought ar a vaſt Expence : 


His princely Train, and ſplendid Equipage, 
Wherere he goes the Eyes of all engage. 


The Atrebatians from. the happy Land, 
Which then ſublime Galena did command : 


Where 
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Where winding Thamiſis does bleſs che Soil, 
The Wealth and Glory of the Britiſh Iſk : 

In War-like Bands advance to Arthir's Aid, 
And rich Bertudar, as their Head obey'd. 

Who till againſt the Pagan Incereſt ſtrove, 
Rich in Poſſeſſions, and his People's Love. 

His happy Tenants, and the Farmers round, 
His Hoſpitable Houſe ſtill open tound. 

Each Week ten Oxcn from the Stall he drew, 
A hundrcd Sheep, and forty Swine he ſlow ; ; 
Fat Veniſon, Fowl, and Fiſh, an endleſs Store, 
To feed his Gueſts, his Servants, and the Poor. 
He to the Woods, and Foreſts was inclind, 

To hunt the Fox, and chaſe the fiying Hind. 
Pleas'd with his Friends, and with his rural Sport, 
He wiſely ſhun'd, the Dangers of the Cour. 
But for the Chriſtian Cauſe, and publick Peace, 
He quits the Foreſts, and his Wealth and Eaſc : 
His Helmet brac'd, and en his Arm his Shield, 
He march'd before his Troqps anto the Ficld. 
And that my Verſe may to his Name be juſt, 
Of all the Lords Bertudor was the firſt, 

Thar to the Camp, his valiant Forces brought, 
Tho” not inux'd to War, and tho* remore. 


The Darorriges from the weſtern Coaft, 
Where the Britannich Qcean's Waves arc coll : 
Their Troops aflembled, fox the Prince, declare, 
And march from all the Towns, to mect the, War. 
From Dornavania, and. the Sears that ſtand 
On Froma's Stream, and wealthy Rlackezoor Land: 
From Vendogladia, and the Tow'rs that roſc 


On the fat Glebe, where pleaſant Stowns flaws. 


vaþil 


Book VL. Prince Arthur. 169 - 
Sakil their er an Illuſtrious Peer, 

Was to his Prince, and to his Country dear. 

He, their Mecenas, cheers the Britiſh Bards, 

Learns them to Sing, and then their Songs rewards. 
So Heav'n to make Men good, does Grace beſtow, 
And then rewards them for their being ſo. 

Him, as their Head th* Athenian Sons adore, 

The Muſes Fav rite, but the People's more. 

To form great Men, his Palace was the School, 
His Life good Breeding's, and good Nature's Rule. 
To him the needy Men of Wit reſort, 

And find a Friend in an unletter'd Court : 

The Poets Nation, did Obſequious wait 

For the kind Dole, divided at his Gate. 

Laurus arudſt the meagre Crowd appear'd, 

An old, revolted, unbehieving Bard, 

Who throng'd,and ſhov'd,and preſt,and would be hear a 
Diſtinguiſh'd by his louder craving Tone, 

So well to all the Muſes Patrons known, 

He did the Voice of modeſt Poets drown. 

Sakil's high Root, the Muſes Palace rung 

With endleſs Cries, and endleſs Songs he ſung. 
To bleſs good Sakil, Laurus would be firſt, 

But Sakil's Prince, and Sahil's God he curſt. 
Sakil withourt diſtinction threw his Bread, 

Deſpis'd the Flatt'rer, but the Poct fed. 

His Sword the Muſes great Defender draws, 

T aflert Britanma's, and Religion's Cauſe. 
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Oſren their Head, the bold Brigantes brings, 
Subject of late, ro the North-Saxor Kings : 
Now for their Liberty they boldly ſpeak, 

And thro” the Foe, to joyn Prince Arthur, break. 
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Ofron's Example all the Region fir'd, 

With noble Heats, and Marual Thoughts inſpird. 
None in the Field did greater Courage ſhow, 
Wherher he charg'd, or elſe ſuſtain'd rhe Foe. 
Yet none more fit in Council to preſide, 

And in a Storm, the lab'ring State go guide: 

A mighty Genius of uncommon Mould, 

As Ceſar Elcoquent, as Cxſar Bold. 

He could th*.unſtable People's Tumules ſtop, 
And a declining Kingdom underprop. 

Matur'd by Age, and buſineſs of the State, 

The hoary Oracle in Council ſate. 

Where he the Britiſh Neſtor was cſtecm d, 

And all h.s Language, Inſpiration ſeem'd. 

This finiſh'd Stateſman, did the Prince perſwade 
To pals the Seas, the Saxon to invade. 

And at his Landing quick Aſliſtance brought, 
And for his Country nonemore bravely fought. 


The fartheſt Weftern Soil, which with their Wave, 
The Britiſh, and Hibernian Oceans lave. 
From iſca's Noble Stream, far as the Shore 
Where round Bolerium's Head the Billows roar, 
By the Danmonian Britons was poſleſt, 
And with King Cador's temperate Empire bleſt, 
This war Ike People, atrheir King's Command, 
Now take up Arms, and muſter thro” the Land. 
Tie good King Cador worn with War and Agc, 
No longer docs the Foe in Arms engage. 
Macor his Son ſupply'd the Father's Place, 
Whoſe Virtues cquaPd his Illuſtrious Race. 
To ſerve Prince Arthur, and his rightcous Cauſe, 
His Sword the brave Daxmonian Hero draws. 
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A bcautcous Youth, whoſe Breaſt a ſtrong deſire 
Of Fame, and Marrnal Glory did inſpire. 

Eager of War, he the Danmwoniazs led, 

And ſhone in ſplendid Armour at their Head. 
His coming Joy to all the Britons gives, 

And in his Arms, the Prince his Friend receives : 
To whom to be cndear'd, he always ſtroye, 

By all exprdions of Reſpect and Love. 

The Valiant Youth he did with Honours grace, 
To his high Merit due, and noble Race. 

Macor, mean time, Prince Arthur did adore, 
None ſerv'd his Caufe, or fought his Fayour more. 


Tracar, andOrmes m the Camp arrive, 
Whoſe Preſence to the reſt, freſh Courage give. 
Their Wiſdom was by Fame aloud proclaim'd, 
The Britons none with greater Honour nam'd. 
Both fit about a Monarch to abide, 

To aid his Counſels, and the State to guide. 
None more adnurd for clear, uncrring Senfe, 
For piercing Sight, and charming Eloquence. 
Great Spirits both, but of a different Mould, 
Ormes 1npetuous, Turbulent, and Bold ; 
But Tracar was compos'd, ſedate, and &ool, 
His Paſſions ſubject to a ftricter Rule. 
Ormes was haughty, inacceſfible, 

And knew his Riches, and his Senſe too well : 
Tracar was courteous, ecaſie of Acceſs, 

Of great Humanity, and mild Addreſs. 

Ormes was therefore honour'd not defir'd, 
Tracar belovd, and equally adnur'd. 

Ormes would ftill advance unbounded Power, 
Tracar his Country's Liberty ſecure. 
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Tracar had Letters, Ormes Native Fire : 
Both had by Birth, what Labour can't acquire. 
Arthur to neither Rival Wait inclines, 
Bur usd them both, to ſerve his wiſe Deſigns. 
Such Love the Britons to the Prince expreſt, 
- Who when he found his Numbers thus encreaſt, 
Adyanc'd his Enſigns, and to Iſca came, 
Where the Silures dwelt, the chiet for Fame : 
Hither freſh Squadrons to the Prince reſort, 
Which from that time 1s calFd great Arthur's Court. 
Five timcs the Sun had his Diurnal Race 
 Compleated, when from this delightful place 
The pious Prince his Enfigns mov'd, and came 
To Glewum, cated on Sabrina's Stream. 
Decamping hence, his arm'd Battalions gain 
Prince Arthur at their Head, the fertile Plain, 
By cafie Marches, where Gallena ſtood, 
Which Thamiſis laves with 1ts noble Flood. 


Thus ſtood the Britons, after his Defeat, 
04a with Grict did to his Coaſts Retrear. 
As when by chance a Royal Eagle ſpies, 
From ſome high Mountain's Top, amidſt the Skies ; 
A flight of Swans, obſcuring all the Air, 
Swift as the Lightning, which he's ſaid to bear, 
Upon the Prey his Airy Flight he takes, 
And with ſharp Pounces vaſt Deſtruction makes. 
Some fail ſtruck dead, ſome wounded ſlowly fly, 
While Snowy Clouds of Feathers fill the Sky : 
Thoſe that the fierce Invader's Strokes ſurvive, 
With all the ſpecd, Fear to their Wings can give; 
To their belov'd Cayfter's Banks return, 
And in their reedy Scats,their Wounds and Lofles mourn. 
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So fard the Saxons, and their ſhatter'd Fleet, 
0Aa torthwith Commands his Lords to meet 
In Council, where they in long order fate, 


 T* adviſe, what beſt might ſave their threaten'd State. 


Ciſa firit ſpoke, an able Counſcllour, 
Ler us aſſemble all our preſent power, 
And ſtraight advance the Britons to Attack, 
Who to our Arms can ſmall Reſiſtance make. 


Sore with their Wounds,and weary with their Toll, 


They tempt the Saxons to an cafie Spoil. 

Boldly fall on, before their Troops are eas'd, 
With Food and Reſt, and with Recruits increas'd. 
Your Wiſdom thus, and Courage will appear, 
Who tho defeated, have nor learn'd to fear. 
The Foe ſurpriz'd muſt to your Mercy yield, 

Or to their Ships Retreating, quit the Field. 

He ceas'd, then Oſred,, who had always won 

By his wiſe Counſel great Applauſe, begun : 

Our latc Defeat has too much Terrour ſtrook, 


Thro' all our Troops, too much our Empire ſhook, 


And too much fluſh'd the Foe, to let me joyn 
In this Advice, my Counſels more incline 

To draw into the Field our utmoſt Power, 
From all the Saxon States, and to ſecure 

Our Empire, let us labour to perſwade 

The Pi, and Scotiſh King, to give us Aid. 
The Cauſe and Intereſt 1s the ſame of all, 

They and their Gods, if we are cruſh'd, muſt fall. 
Our Arms united in a numerous Hoſt, 
We may before of certain Conquelt boaſt. 
The trembling Foe unable to withſtand - 

Such mighty Armies, will forſake the Land. 
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Bur if ſupported with vain hopes they ſtay, 
They fall into our hands an caſic Prey. 


Paſcentius next, a wiſe Neſtorian head, 
Whoſe Looks,and Words profound Arrention bred : 
Thus ſpoke-'tis rrue ourTroops while thus diſmay'd; ) 
And of Prince Arther's Fame, and Arms afraid, ( 
From preſent Aion juſtly may diflwade. 
Secking the Foc we too great Danger run, 
Embolden'd by his Victory lately won. 
And thus far Ofred's Thoughts and mine you ſee 
Conſfare, as in the reſt they diſagree. 
It with our utmoſt Force we meet our Foes; 
To too much hazard we our State expoſe : 
Th uncertain Game of War they litthe know, 
That Stake an Empire on a ſingle Throw. 
While we delay to gather all our Forcc, 
And to the Pis and Scots, ſhall have recourſe ; 
Prince Arthur will advance, and nughticr grow, 
Like rolling Balls, that gather up the Snow, x 
Or Rivers taking Streams 1n, as they flow. 
The Britons led by ancient Prophecies, 
Expect that near this time, a Prince ſhall riſe 


Heroick, Wiſe, a mighty Conqueror, ) 
That all their loſt Dominions ſhall reftore, ( 
And o'er the World, extend their Naval Power. 


Something hke this, our Augurs ſeem to fear, 
From Prodigies, and $1gns that oft appear. 
Thoſe hopes they all of Arthur now expreſs, 
Drawn by his Fame abroad, and late Succeſs. 
While this Belicf, tho' falſe, the Briton warms, 
He grows leſs fearful of the Saxon Arms : 
He'll be more bold in Fight, while thus inſpir'd, 
And with ſuch Zeal, and Expectation fir'd. 
In- 
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Intoxicated thus Men Wonders do, 
And by bold Decds, make their vain Fancies true. 
He therefore ſerves King 0a, that creates, 

An Underſtanding firſt, between the States. 

An Embaſſy may tb the Prince be ſent, 

To treat how Blood and ruin to prevent, 

They may propoſe the Kingdom to divide; 

And offer 04z's Daughter for his Bride, 

Fair, Ethelina; whoſe perverted Mind, 

To Chriſtian Worſhip 1s too much inclin'd: 

He ceas'd, and tis Advice did chiefly pleaſe, 
Andof the Council moſt declar'd for Peace. 


The Lords dispers'd, King 04a unreſoly'd, 
Long in his Mind his troubled Thoughts revolv'd : 
With ſtrong contending Tydes of Paſſon preſt, 
Now War he looks on, now on Peace, as beſt. 
Long he appear'd on Oſred's Counſel bent, 

And to the Neighb'ring Saxon Princes ſent, 

Thar all, the ſtrong Neceſſity might know 

Of joyning Arms, againſt the Common Foe. 

At the ſame time an Embaſly he ſends, 

To make the Pi, and Scotiſh King his Friends : 
Thar of their powerful Aid he might not fail, 

If Arthur, and his Britons ſhould prevail. 

But when he heard, that Arthur had as far 

As Glewum's Walls, advanc'd the threatning War, 
Obſerving that the Saxons were diſmaid, 

And not yet ſtrengthen'd by his Neighbours Aid, 
He now declar'd, it was his ſctled Senſe, 

A Treaty with the Briton to Commence. 


Then Orators he ſent without delay, 
Who to the Britons Camp direct their way. 
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Titullan, Selred, and wiſe T heocles 

For this Negotiation chicfly plealc : 

Heldured of the Embaſly was once, 

Ofrick and Thedred noble Ormar's Son. 

Arriving at the Prince's Camp, they found - 

The Britiſh Youth in Crowds diſperſt around : 
For then with various Sports, and manly Play, 
The Britons folemniz d, th* auſpicious Day, 

Of Arthur's Birth, o'er all the Fields they ſpred, 
To different Games, by different Paſſions led. 
Here Chariots raiſing Clouds of Duſt appear, 
And run with ſmoaking Wheels their ſwift Career. 
Herethc robuſt Danmonian Nation ſwarms, 
Hurling their maſly Balls with vigrous Arms. 
Here tne Dobunians to advance their Fame, 

Toil at their Country's old laborious Game. 
Long Aſhen Staves acroſs their Shoulders lie, 
Then ſway'd with both their Hands, ſtrike thro theSky 
A mounting Orb of Thongs, or well ſow'd Hide, 
While at due diſtance rang'd, on th' other Side 
The Foe inclining ſtands, to wait its Fall, 

And with like Force,ſtrike Back the bounding Ball. 
Incircled Wreſtlers here their Manhood try, | 


And with loud Shouts, that rend the lab'ring Sky, 
The ſtanding Ring proclaims the Victory, 
Some to a Cudgel prize their Fellows dare, 
Who ſtrait ſpring out to meet the wooden War. 
They brandiſh in the Air their threarning Staves, 
Their Hands, a woven Guard of Oficr faves, 
In which they fix their Hazel Weapon's End, 
Thus arni'd, the nimble Combatants contend 

* For Conqueſt, giving and receiving Blows, 
And down their Heads a crumſon River flows. 


Here 


Book VI. Prince Arthur. 


175 


Here flowry Garlands their proud Temples crown, 


Whoſe airy Feet the Race had newly won. 

Such were the Britons Sports, as thro' the Throng 
The Saxon Orators paſs'd ſlow along : 

Who ſtrait were to th* Auguſt Pavilion led, 
Where Arthur fate, his Lords around him ſpread. 


To whom g itullan thus, 

The Saxon WAgg, whoſe ardent wiſhes arc 

To ſave Brith&nmia, from Deſtructive War. 
Who rather ſccks © enjoy the Fruits of Peace, 
Then by his Arms his Empire to encreaſe : 
Makes ſuch Advances for theſe glorious Ends, 
As may the Britons make his laſting Friends. 
The Saxons, and the Britons ſhall command 
Their equal Shares, of the divided Land : 
Such Barrier ſhall be fixt, as ſhall ſecure 

The Britons, jealous of the Saxon Power. 

To give Britannia Peace, we condeſcend 

To yield up what our Arms can well defend. 
Such ſteps King Vaa makes for Peace, beſide 
That both may yet with cloſer Bonds be ty'd. 
Bright Ethelina, Ofa's chict Dclight, 

Shall be the Link, the Nations to unite. 

This ſo much envy'd Favorite of Fame, 
Whom all with Love, and Admiration name: 
OARa contents ſhall be your beautcous Bride, 
To you alrcady, in her Faith Allyd. 

Theſe Meaſures all Contentions may adjuſt, 
Friendſhip confirm, and fix a mutual Truſt. 
But if reje&tcd, 04a docs declare 

He's gwiltleſs of the dire effe&ts of War : 
Upon the Chriſtians Head, will reſt the Guilr 
Of all the Blood, that by the Sword is fpilc. 
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The Prince reply'd, | 
Affairs of ſuch Importance to the State, 
Require our thoughtful Care and calm Debate. 
The two Propoſals by King 04a made, 
For laſting Friendſhip, ſhall be duly weigh d. 


Twice had the Sun broke from the Purple Eaſt, 
Twice was he ſeen dilated in the Welt. 
When Arthur ſeated on his Chair of State, 
Thus ſpake, the Saxozs with Attention wait : 
An honourable Peage my Thoughts prefer, 
To all the Friumphs of a Bloody War. 
I, and my Britons, thoſe juſt Terms approve, 
King 0cta makes © eſtabliſh Peace and Love, 
To ſpare cach Nation's Blood, and fave the Ifle 
From Dcſfolation, and deſtructive Spotl : 
Indulgent Heay'n 1s to both Nations kind, 
Which has your King to peaccful Thoughts inclin d. 
Ten Lords of Saxon, ten of Britiſh Blood, 
May mcct at Spina near Cunetio's Fload, 
T' adjuit che Limits of each Nation's Power, 
And Barriers fix, that may their Peace ſecure. 
You tor an Interview, the place will name, 
Where I may ſee the beautcous Saxon Dame. 
He ccas'd, and all the Audience pour'd arourm, 
To this aflented with a murmuring Sound : 
A ſudden Joy did in their Eyes appeas, 
While ſnuling Peace,trumph'd o'cr yanquith'd War. 


Mean time th* Infernal Menarch wings his Flight. 
To the White Hills, whence his Angelick Sight 
Might all the Ficlds, and fubject plains ſurvey, 
Where in their Camp, the hatctul Brizons Jay. 
While 
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While with malicious Eyes around he view'd: 
The Chriſtian Army fill'd with Joy, he ſtood 
With Rage dilated, and with Envy blown, 
Like glowing Xtra, on Plinlimon thrown. 
Flaſhes of Firc from his red Eyeballs flow'd, 
Like Lightning breaking from a lowring Cloud, 
So when a Toad, ſquat on a Border ſpies, 
The Gardner paſſing by, his bloodſhot Eyes 
With Spite, and Rage inflam'd, dart Fire arqund 
The verdant Walks, ahd on the flowry Ground, 
The bloated Vermin loathſome Poiſon ſpits, 
And ſfwoln and burſting with his Malice fits. 
So the faln Angel fate, and thus begun, 
Am I, and all th? infernal Powers outdone * 
And muſt this Britox ſtill purſue his Courſe, 
And thus clude my Arts, and all my Force? 
What Chriſtian Towns, and States have I deſtroy'd; 
Forc'd by my Power, or by my Arts decoy'd ? 
How few remaining Chriſtian Regions are, 
Where no deep Marks of my Revenge appear ? 
What glorious Ruin did my Romans ſpread = 
Ofer Aſia's Chriſtians ; I the Lombards led; 
And furious Huns, to rich Auſonig's Soil, 

And fill'd the Land with Blood, and Chriſtian Spoil ; 
My Maximins, and Neres, mighty Names, 
What Deſolation, by devouring Flames, 
Whart Slaughter by the Sword, theſe Herocs made, 
With what Succeſs did they the Saints invade ? 
And if the Fame be true that ſpreads in Hell, 
T1 Gaul a Prince ſhall riſe, that ſhall excel 
All theſe, and more in Blood and Spoil delight; 
And all Hell's Furics to his Aid inyite. 
Let that great Prince ariſe, and may his Birth, 
Be honouwr'd with Conyulſions of the Earth, 


Aa Eclipſes, 
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Eclipſcs, Comets, Meteors, Lightnings, Storms, 
Murders, and Monſters of tremendous Forms: 
Nor are there Triumphs of my Power alone, 

Much weaker Spirits, have great Conqueſts won: 
Spirits of Lower Order, ſmall renown, 

In Hell of little Figure, ſcarcely known : 
Infcriour, ſubalrern Divinines, 

Could often their juſt Fury to appeaſe, 

To wreck their Rage, and honeſt Malice cloy, 
Whole Armies of this hateful Sect deſtroy : 
Firſt tempt th' ungrateful Murmurers to Rebel, 
And then with Plagues and Darts inviſible, 
With Fire, and Earthquakes lay all waſt, diſlcize 
Their God, and ruin all his Votaries. 

And ſhall this Briton all my Force defy, 

And introduce his baniſh'd Deity ? | 

High Statcs of Hell, ye mighty Gods bclow, 
In your Auguſt Aſſemblics who will Bow, 
Who Acclamations make when I appear, 

Who dread my Power, my Greatneſs who reyerc ? 
If fill this Brizon ſhall refiſt my Power, 

And all my Arts cluded, reſt ſecure ? 

Bur if by irrcſiſtable Decrce. 

Pronounc'd by Fate, and unchang'd Deſtiny ; 
Arthur at laſt muſt mount the Britiſh Throne, 
Beat down our Altars, and erect his own : 

At leaſt new hardſhips ſhall obſtru& his Way, 
And my Revenge his Triumphs ſhall delay. 
That ſaid he Flew, his Snakie Wings difplay'd, 
Down to his Palace midft th' Infernal Shade. 
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From all their gloomy Regions to his Court, 
At his Command, th' Infernal Lords rcſorrt. 
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To whom their Monarch from his glowing Throne: 
Thus with a haughty, troubled Look begun: 
Thus far in vain all our Attempts are made, 

To cruſh the Britons that our State invade: 

Ar Sea, they Triumph o'er King 0's Flcer, 

Ar Land, Succeſs above their Hopes, they meer: 
04a detcated, dreads Prince Arthur's Arms, 

And ſues for Peace, by Erhelina's Charms : 

It this ſhould once prevail, Britanmia's loſt; 

We, and our Prieſts, muſt fly this impious Coaſt: 
Hcelp'd by th' Almighty Enemy of Hell, 

They yet our Arms eſcape, our Power repel : 
Thcn Monarch's War with vaſt advantage wage, 
When Heav'n its Power does on their part Engage. 
This ſure Expedicnr's Ictt us to annoy 

The Britons, and their tow'ring Hopes deſtroy : 
Let us provoke them to ſome dire Offence; 

Which may againſt their Armies, Heav'n incenſe, 
Then the Seraphick Guards, that round them lic; 
Or elſe patroling thro* the Region fly; 

Scowring the Hills and Vales, with flaming Arms, 
The Chriſtians to protect from our Alarms ; 
Theſe will diſpleasd, withdraw ttieir powerful Aid, 
And we with Safety may their Camp invade. 
What ſubtile Spirit of ſeducing Art, 

And sktll in tempting, will perform this part ? 


_—— 
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Then filthy Aſmodai, who Men inſpires 


With wanton Paſſions, and unclean Deſires, 
Whoſe leud Adorers ſtand before his Shrine, 
Transform'd to luſtful Goats,and loathſome Swine, 
Thus ſpake : This grateful Province I embrace, 

I from their Minds will virtuous Paſſions chaſc. 
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My ſtronger Force ſhall all chaſt Thoughts expel, 
And Heay'n's weak Flames,ſhall yield to thoſe of Hell. 
To ſolemn Groves, and loneſome Hermurs Cells, 
Where boaſted Chaſtity in Triumph dwells, 

To Cloyſter'd Monks Adnufſion I command, 

Ard can a Camp my powerful Charms withſtand * 
On me ſuch choſen Spirits ſhall attend, 

Whoſe Skill and Power will moſt promote my End. 
The Gods of Riot, Luxury, and Wine, 

In this Attempt ſhall all their Forces joyn. 

Doubt not great Prince,when we their Camp Aflail, 
Nature 1s on our fide, we ſhall prevall. 

Th' Infernal Dict with his Language nwov'd, } 
With loud Applauſe the wiſe Deſign approv'd. 


Straight Aſmodai, attended with a Train 
Of ſoft Luxurious Spirits, to the Plain 
Directs his Flight, where the glad Britons lay ; 
With Jab'ring Wings he mounts the ſteepy Way, C 
And quickly reach'd the tender Verge of Day. 
In Compares diſtinct the Britons fate, 
Pleas'd #1th their wiſh'd Succeſs,and profp'rous Fate. 
When to the Camp the Crew Infernal came, 
Graſping in either hand Tartarean Flame. 
About from Tent to Tent the Demons flew, 
And nudit the Troops their flaming Torches threw. 
The wanton Fires about their Boſoms play, 
And to their Hearts laſcivious warmth convey : 
The ſoft Contagion glides along their Veins, 
And in their Breaſts the pleaſing Poiſon reigns. 
Straight all in Riot and Debauches join, 
Diſſolve in Muth, and fit inflam'd with Wine. 
The Captains Snore-on Scarlet ſpread bencath, 
And with their lab'ring Breaſts contend for Breath. 
Tables 
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Tables o erturn'd and broken Swords betwixt, 
And Diſhes faln, with Armour intermixr, 
Helmets and Harneſs, and bruis'd Goblers by, 
A mad Contuſtion make of War, and Luxury. 
Acted with luſtful Fires, from Town to Town 
Commanders, and their Men, pronuſcuous run : 
With Outrages and raviſh'd Virgins, Spoils 
The vicious Army all the Land defiles. 
Whoredoms in Pagan Cities they comm, 

And at their Sacrifices feaſting fir : 
Heated with leud Religion, Luſt, and Wine, 
They in the Worſhip of their Idols join. 

Then to tht Camp the hot Adulterers lead 
Ther Pagan Women and avow the Deed. 

Th Angelick Guards th' enormous vices {aw, 
And in Diſfleaſure from their Camp withdraw : 
All Hell with Shouts of Triumph did reſound, 
That ſuch Succeſs had all their Wiſhes crown'd. 


The Prince of Hell ſtrait ſumamons from beneath, 
The chief ſupporter of the Throne of Death, 
Vengetful Megera, ſhe without Delay, 

From Hell's Abyſs aſcends, and in her Way 
Gathers rawDampsand Steams from noifome Graves, 
And putrid Recks, from Subterranean Caves ; 
Where ſpotted Plagues firſt draw their poiſonous Breath. 
The Nurſeries of Pain, and Magazines of Death. 
Theſe Seeds of Torment, and devouring Heats, 
From whoſe Contagion vanquiſh'd Lite retreats, 
Megara im compacted Hides dark Wombs, 

For this infernal Purpoſe made, entombs : 

In their diſtin&t Repoſitories laid, 

Sad choice of Death, ſhe various Plagucs convey'd, 
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Arm'd for Deſtruction thus the Fury Came, 
And brought from Aſmodai's, a different Flame: 
ThenWolveswere heard inneighb'ringHillsto how, 
Tiv illboding Raven, and the ſcreaching Owl 
Sung o'er the Camp by Night, the Sun-by Day, 
Diſtain'd with Blood, ſhone with a diſmal Ray. 
The crucl Fury ſtraight her Flight did take 

To find her Prince, to whom th' Apoſtate ſpake : 
Go, glut thy Rage, and let the Britons know, 
Hell's Monarch 1s not yet a vanquiſh'd Foe : 

Paſs thro' their Camp with thy accuſtom'd Haſt, 
And on them all thy deadly Treaſures waſt. 


Straight did the vengeful Miniſter prepare, 
T' infect the Camp, and poiſon all the Air. 
Her Bortcles turgid with impriſon'd Death 
She open'd, and releas'd the fatal Breath : 
In livid Wheels the dire Contagion flics, 
And putrid Exhalations taint the Skies. 
The Region's choak'd with Peſtilential Steams, 
Malignant Reeks, raw Damps, and ſoultry Gleams. 
Now with their Breath the hot Infection flides 
Into their Breaſts, and thro” their Vitals glides : 
Their Lab'ring Hearts ſpout out the flowing Blood, 
And fry the Lunbs with an Ztncan Flood. 
The raging Peftlence, chaſes thro' the Veins 
Retreating Life, and dreſt in purple Reigns. 
While other Plagues run colder to the Hearr, 
And thro” their Breaſt ſtrike like a poiſon'd Dar: : 
Rack'd with tormenting Pain ſome gaſping lic, i 
Some only breath th' envenem'd Air, and dic. 
Their Hearts with chill, congealing Blood oppreſt, 
Throb a few moments in their panting Breaſt, ( 
Then yicld, and from their Vital Labour ret. 

in 
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In yain for Help, in vain for Drugs thy cry, 

Friends and Phyſitians come, but with them dy: 

Thro? all the Camp the fierce Deſtruction ſpread, 
Dceforming every Tent with Heaps of Dead: 


Mean time the pious Arthar proſtrate laid, 
Thus in a Flood of Tears diſſolving pray'd : 
Great King of Heay'n, thy Arm thou makeſt bare; 
T invade the Britons with refiſtleſs War: 
Thy glitt'ring Sword brandiſh'd with dreadful Sway, 
Does thro our Camp with wide Deſtruction Slay. 
Why did thy Aids the Shipwreckt Britons ſave, 
From Rocks and Tempeſts, and thi inſulting Wave; | 
If we muſt only ſce our Natiye Soul, 
And with our Dcad th* encumberd Land defile 2 
Th inſulting Hcathen will Blaſpheme thy Name, 
And in their Songs adyance their Idols Fame. 
To their vain Gods loud Praiſes they'll return, 
And Hecatombs upon their Alrars burn. 
Spare yet thy Britons, let fome Reliques live, 
That may due Honours to thy Temples give: 
Let the Deſtroyer ceaſe at thy Command, 
And Death at thy Rebuke arreſted, ſtand. 
And maythcCrimes whichHeav*nprovoke,be known, 
That our decp Sorrows may its Wrath atone. 


The pious Prince's humble Cries ſucceed, 
And glorious Raphael, with Angelick ſpeed 
Deſcends, his Sword of Flame drawn in his Hand, 
To chaſe the fierce Deſtroyer from the Land. 
A Cryſtal Vial full of Od*rous Fumes, 
Ambroſial Balm, and rich Etherial Gums 
His other hand pour'd out upon the Air, 
To cure the Damps, and noxious Vapours there. 
Megera 
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Megers flies the bright Archangel's Sword; 

The Plague was ſtaid,; and Health and Life reſtor'd: 
Then to the room ſwift Raphael Wings his way, 
Where Arthur ſill deyoutly proſtrate lay. 


To whom the Seraph thus : - 
Heay'n by the Britons daring Crimes incens'd, 
Almighty Wrath ſeverely has diſpenc'd 
Your unprotected Camp it did expoſe, 

To the dire Rage of your Infernal Fogs : 

Who by Divine Permiſſion ſoon o'erſpread = 
Your guilty Camp, with patrid Heaps of Dead, 
Th? Angclick Guards return'd to Heayen,complain d 
That your flagitious Troops you nie reſtrain'd, 
Your Captains boldly Whoredoms, Riors, Rapes 
Commit, and yet each Criminal eſcapes : 

Thus you ayow the Ills, by others done, 

And their unpuruſh'd Guile, becomes your own. 
Had your Vindictive Arm been firſt employ'd, 
Heav n's had not thus your guilty Troops deſtroy'd, 
But now th* Ecernal yielding to your Prayer, 

Has ſent me from his Throne, with ſpeedy Care- 
To ſtay the Plague, and make the Fiend retreat, 
That ſpreads the Poxſon, to her Stygian Scat. 
Heav'n's now appeas'd, may ner the Britons dars 
By their Reyolting, to renew the War. 

The Scraph diſappear'd, and Arthur rais'd 
Upon his Feet, th* Eternal Goodngſs praig'd. 
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He Prince of Hell that on the Mountain Raid, 
And with Infernal Joy, around ſuryey'd 

The Camp, where Death did in fad Triumph reign, 
With wide Deſtruction, covering all the Plain ; 
Thus to himſelf : Ar laſt I have preyail'd 
Againſt this Sect, tho other Arts have fail'd:- 
Their Troops half ruin'd with the Plague, afford 
An caſje Conqueſt, for King 0Ra's Sword : 
Il break the Peace, although advanc'd fo far, 
And finiſh their Deſtruction by new War. 
Arthur, prepare againſt the Saxon Arms, 
"Tis time cnough for Erhelina's Charms: 
Heroes delay'd, and diſappointed, prize 
The Crown, which got too cheaply, they deſpiſe : 
Pleaſures the farther off, the greater ſeem, 
And Toil and Danger, beſt preſerve Eſteem ; 
That ſervice I will do, by taking care 
To give freſh Fucl to th expiring War. 
Thar ſaid, he leaves the Cryſtal Plains of Light, 
And to th Infernal Regions takes his Flight. 


There ſtands a Rock,daſh'd with the breaking Wave 
Of troubled Styx, where in a gloomy Cave 
Flowing with Gore, the fierce Bellona dwells, 


And bound with Adamantine Fetrers, Yells. 
B b 
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Around ſtand Heaps of moſly Sculls, and Bones, 
Whence muc loud Laments, and dreadful Groans : 
Torn Linibs, and mangled Bodies arc her Food, 
Her Drink ole Bowls of Wortnwodd: Gall, and Blood. 
Long curling Snakcs her Head with Horrour crown, 
And on her ſquallid Back hang lolling down. 

This gripes a bloody Dart, the ochcr Hand 

Graſps of Infernal Fire, a Aaining ] Brand. 

Treaſon, and Uſurpation near ally'd, — 
Haughty Ambition, and clated Pride, 

And Cruclty, with bloody Girlands crown'd, 
PRs and Deſolation ſtarid aroutid. 
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This Savage Rour to Gallia now reſorr, 

Drawn by che Fame of proud Verſalid's s Colitt : 

There theſe Attendants on their Maſter wait, 

And with their odious Forms .compole his horrid Scate. . 
To this wild Den now did oY Apoltitc* fly, 

Reſolving all Bellond s Aid to try : 

At his Approach the Monſters ccale their Din, 

And bow ar diſtance with a dreadful Grin. 

The Stygian Prince, 'the Fury foon unchains, 

Strait double Rage boils in her yelling 'Veins. 


Then thus he ſpoke, to ORa's Palice fly, 
Attended with perfidious Treachery, 
And varioius Diſcord, lt thy Arcs perfivade 
Thar Prince,' the ruin '+ Britons to inyade. 


Go raiſe new Tumults, and diffolve* the Peace, 
For ths' tighi Task Bellona | relcaſc. 


Charg d with cheſc dirc Commands, the flicsawway, 
To the SuperiGur R5gions, bleſt with "Day. 


'**Near 
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Near Peak's aſpiring Mount, and ſpacious Wood, 
And the green Banks of Downs Cryſtal Flood : 

A wide-mouth'd Den, tt admiring Traveller ſces 
With thorny Shrubs o'er-ſpread, and ſha$y Trees, 
Which downward goes unfathomably deep, : 
Beneath the ſubtcrrancan Vaults, tha keep 
Impriſon'd Damps, and Winds tumultuous Store, 
And the low Caves, where falling Waters roar. 

It paſles thro* the Bowels of the Earth, 

And the rich Beds, where Metals have their Birth, 
Till 1t reveals the gloomy Mouth of Hell, 

Bellona treed from her infernal Cell, 

Thro' this dire Gulph aſcends with haſty Flight; - 
And ſoon emerges in the Fields of Light. 


The Air grew dark, the Rocks, ad Mountains ſtruck 


With Horrour, at the Fzry's Preſence ſhook. 
The Sphears diſorder'd roll, the Starting Sun 


Springs from the Heav'nly Courſe he us'd to run. 


The Moon all drown'd in Blood, and blazing Stars, 
Portended Tumults, and dcſtructive Wars. 


Straight to King 0a's Court the Fury comes, 
And Acha 04a's Mother's Shape aflumes. 
Then thus ſhe.ſpoke : 
From bleſt Elyſran Gardens I deſcend, 
To teach thee how to gain a glorious End, 
Of all thy Labours, and thy warlike Toil, 
And fix thy Empire o'cr the Britiſh Iſle. 
Heav'n has decreed that here thy Race ſhall reign, 
And therefore has the hateful Britons lain, 
With a deſtructive Plague, and poiſon'd Darts 
Shor from above, into their impious Hearts : 


Not half their Troops ſurvive, make haſt my Son - 


Their Ruine to compleat, by Heav'n begun. 
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Run then to Triumph, haſt co certain Spoil, 

And chaſe the curſed Nation from the Ifle. 

You ſee how mach your League the Gods offend, 
Let not their Enemy, be 0Ha's Friend, 

Thiey muſt nor be to us by Blood ally'd, 

Nor Etheling be a Briton's Bride. 

Thar ſaid, a fporred Viper from her Head, 

She to his Bofom fecrerly convey'd. 

The poiſonous Vermin, with infernal Arc 

Glides thto” his Breaſt, and twines about his Hear: : 
The ſecret Poiſon wanders thro* his Veins, 

And warlike Fury o'er his Spirits reigns. 

Hence ſtraight-way to the Pifs and Scorriſh Court, 
The Fury, and her helliſh Train reſort : 

Where they to bloody Wars ſound loud Alarms, 
And make the barb'rous Nations fly to Arms. 


Mean time, the Saxo02 Monarch raving flew 
Abour the Court, and ſoon together drew 
The chicfeſt Lords, and thus himſelf expreſt, 
It was reſoly'd to give the Britons Reſt ; 
The Land between the Nations to divide, 
And that the Princeſs ſhould be Arrhar's Bride : 
But Heav'n againſt this Treaty does declare, 
And {ingly with the Britons wages War. 
In vain we offer what they can't enjoy, 
We ſpare the Men, Heay'n hbours to deftroy. 
Avenging Gods from. ther high Regions came, 
Arm'd with bright Swords of keen, Etherial Flame, 
And-faal Darts of pointed Lightnings made, 
And with fure Death che Brizi/h Camp invade. 
Their trembling Reliques-fall our certain Prey, 
Heay'n ſounds th* Alarm,and we muſt Heay'n obey. 
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Tho we by Set their Power could riot withſtand, 

Our Gods more potent are; then theits by Land. 

Th unfiniſhd Conqueſt we may ſoon compleat 

Or from this Ke oblige them to rerreart: 

This fair occafion let our Arms improve 

To fix our Power, and all our Fears remoye: 

He cecas'd, and all his Captains War deſir'd, 

And ſprang into the Field with Martial Heat inſpir'd. 


Straight Orders are diſpatcht for all ro Arm; 
And thro” the Cities ſounds the loud Alarm. 
The tremb'ling Husbandman his Toll forbears, 
Fells his tall Aſh, and ſhapes long Staves for Spears, 
Some ſighing or their Anvils forge the Blades, 
Of Swords, inſtead of Hooks, and rural Spades. 
Huge Gauntlets ſome, ſome hollow Helmets beat, 
And ſome o'cr brazen Backs,and Breaſtplates ſwear. 
Some ſhapetheirDarts,and ſome their Jayelins Points, 
Or fit their poliſh'd Armour's Manly Joints. 
Sharp'ning their Arrows Heads, ſome ſtand mclin'd, 
Some on revolving Stones their Axes grind. 
Some ſerve on foor, ſome take the Horſeman's Launce, 
Ard to the Field their foaming Courſers praunce. 
In haſt, ſome from their high roof'd Halls, hung round 
With all the horrid Pride of War, and crown'd 
With duſty Trophies, take their maſly Shield, 
And flaming Sword, and fly into the Field. 
Some claſp their Helmets on,fome ſnatch their Spear, 
And poliſh'd Buckler, and in Arms appear. 
Enſigns diſplay'd, and Trumpets voice delight 
The Saxon Youth, and martial Minds excite. 
The lighted Beacons from the Hills declare, 
As blazing Comets do, approaching War. 


The 
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The flaming Signals giv'n, the Regions round | 
With Hors'men, Arms, and warlike noiſe reſound- 

As when; | | 

In ſome great Town a Fire breaks out by Night, 

And fills with crackling Flames, and diſmal Light; 

With Sparks, and Pitchy Smoak th' aſtoniſh'd Sky? 


Th affrighted Guards, that firft the Flame eſpy, 
Straight giveth' Alarm,and ſpread the dreadful Cry: 
Th amaz'd Inhabitants the Signal take ; 

And run in Crowds halt cloath'd, and half awake, 
To ſtop the ſpreading Ruin, and to tame 

With ſpouting Engines the deſtructive Flame : 
So when the frighttul Cry of War begun, 

Into the Fields in Troops the Saxons run. 


Now Mzſe relate, and in their Order name 
The People, which from different Regions came. 
What fam'd Commanders did their Squadrons head, 
And what great Lords their valiant Subjects led. 
Firſt che ſtout Cantian Saxon, from the Land 
Which bravely once did Ceſar's Arms withſtand, 
Where Joyful Nature, fits in Plenty crownd, 
Heſperien Weods, and Sylvan Scenes ſurround 
Her ſhady Throne, that with rich Fruit abound. ( 
Of theſe ſome on the flowry Banks reſide, } 
Ot fair Medvaga, that with wanton Pride, 
Forms filver Mazes with her crooked Tide. 
The Dwurobrovian Youth of war-like Fame, 
And bold YVagniacans, together came, 
With thoſe about the fruitful Region bred, 
Where Durovernum,; recrs her ſtately Head. 
They march tsom 7hanatos, and from her Towers 
Her valiant Youth ſublime Rutzpie pours. 


Rutupie 
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Rutupie, whoſe rich Genix: and Pearly Shox 
Inciced Vietorious Cafar, ra her Shore. 

| Their chief Commanders were great Amzades, 
Valiant Theodorick, Ofred, and with theſe 

Hengiſt, a ſplendid Youth, the Blaod, and Name » 
Ot che firſt Saxon, of iluſtrious Fame, > 
That from the Bedgich Shoxe, ro Athion came. \ 
From the fat Glebe they come, and flowry Land 
Which the ſtouc 7rincbautes, did Command. 
Auguſta ſends her warlike Youth, a Town ? 
Of ancient Fame, to Foreign Merchants known, + 
Ev'n then for Naval Power .of great Renown. 

But ſince her ſtatcly Head 1s rais'd fo high, 

Her glorious Towers ſurmaunt the wongring Sky. 
Her 'Royal Þleets :the watuy \W.orld controll, 2 
Where the-vaſt: Ocean: can; hus ;Billows roll, 

Far as the Indies, antifrom Pole to Pole. 
Her Power by trembling,NeighbourStaxes is fcar'd, 
By diſtant Empures, and. new (Worlds; rever;d. 
Her. beHlowangi Oaks, with Jouder ;Thunder, roar, .) 
Then what anneyaxd them, on.rhear Hills þefgre, , 
Shaking the. Ga!lich, :and; the BeJgian-Shore: 
Britaznia's:Head: ſhe reigns in\Wealth and Eaſe, 
Mart of the World, and Emp'reſs of the Scas. 

' Edgariand Ciffa, both Wruſtrigus Names, 

From the delightfulBanks of. famous Thames, 
Intothe Field, 4ugufd's,Squagrons, bring, 

None fanght:more: brayely.for;the. Sgxor King. 


They from the Foxeſtscome, Whoſe Sports nyue 
Auguſta's, Yourh, that in the, Wopds delight.- 
From the ſect: Gardens of the. fruitful Eaſt; 

With ſmiling Flowers, and od'rous Saffron bleſt: 


From 
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From Camelodunum pop'lous once, and proud 
Of-its tam'd Colony of Roman Blood. 
FromroundCanonizum,arm'd with Swords and Shie]ds 
The warlike People March, and from the Fields - 
Where 1dumanum verdant Wealth beſtows, 

Whoſe wanton Tide in wreathing Volumes flows, 
Still torming Reedy Iſlands, as it gocs, ) 
Brave Sebert led them, valiant Oga's Son, 

Whoſe Arms had great Renown in Battel won. 
The chearful Youth from Verolamium came, 

A Town of ancient, and 1illuſtnous Fame : 

Where fortify'd with Trenches, Lakes and Wood, 
The valiant Caſibellan, ence withſtood 

The Roman Arms, oblig'd at laſt to yield, 

Where Ceſar fights, who can maintain the Field > 
Since cheriſh'd by th* indulgent Conquerour, 

The City was advanc'd in Wealth and Power : 

Its Towers, gilt Fanes, and Palaces did rifc, 
Darting Terreſtrial Glories thro” the Skies. 

Now where the City ſtood, the Ploughman toils, 
And as he works, turns up old Roman Spoils, 
_ Medals and Coins, enrich th' admiring Clown, 
Pavements and Urns, by ancient Figures known. 
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From the rich Sears they came;from whence theirSword 
The Coritanian chas'd, the rightful Lord. 
From all the Towns, around the ſpacious Wood 
Near which ſublime Triponriam's Caſtles ſtood. 
From Bannavenna well-arm'd Squadrons came, 
And Durobr-vis, on Aufona's'Stream. - 
Thcir chief Commldnders were brave Alopas, 
And valjant Fgberr, both of Horſa's Race. 
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| They came,who dwelt along the Southern Coaſt, 
On which the German Ocean's Waves are toſt: 
The Soil the brave Ienian Britons, bleſt 

With Peace, and envyd Plenty, once polleſt, 
Venta they left, where Gariena's Tide, 

Does to the Boſom of Bardunus glide; 

An ancient, wealthy Town that did abound, 
With warlike Youth, and rul'd the Soil around. 
High Branodunum does her Squadrons ſend, 
Where Romer Arms, did once the Coaſt defend. 


They leave the Towns along fair Theta's Flood, 
And happy Soil, where Gariononum ſtood. 
Thoſe from the Banks of winding Srourus Came; 
And the rich Town, that bore Fauſtinus name. 
They come from 0za's Banks, and from the Land 
Which lofty Combritonium did Command. 
This numerous Saxon Youth, that then obey'd 
King Ella's Laws, advance to 0Ad's Aid. 
Ella their Valiant Prince, was at their Head, 


And to the Field; his warlike People led. 


From Camboritum, and the Neighb'ring Hills, 
The chearful Youth drawn out, the Region fills : 
From Camboritum, then a warlike Town, 

Since for the Muſes Seat, much berter known. 
Her learned Sons haye gain'd Immortal Fame, 
And high as Heav'n, have rais'd Britannia's Namc* 
Redwal, whoſe Lands a vaſt Revenue yield, 

Led them, compleatly arm'd into the Field. 


They leave the reedy Lakes, and marſhy Soil, 
Once happy by the Britiſh Farmer's Toit: "2 
Ce Now 
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Now the vext Land a Foreign Maſtcr knows, 
Which o'er the Country, like a Deluge flows, 
That from the Sea, the Banks born down, is roll'd, 
And o'cr their Fields adyances uncontroll'd. 

The Valiant Youth from all the Region goes, 


Which Trent and Lindis, confluent Streams, encloſe. 
High Margadunum, all her Squadrons lends, 


And ftately Lindum, which her Power extends 
O'er the wide Province, her Battalions ſends. 
Mighty Ebifa, from the Fenny Land E 
Into the Field, did lead this warlike Band. 

Orla, and Imerick, a Valiant Lord, 

Fam'd for his Strength, and vaſt unweildy Sword, 
Drew all their Squadrons, and Battalions forth, 
From: all their Towns, that lay the fartheſt North. 


King Cerdic from the Weſt his Army brought, 
Who for the Saxon Empire bravycly tought, 
He all the Saxox Heroes far exccll'd, 
Whoſe conquering Arms, were never yet repel[d. 
A great Commander, Brave and Fortunate, 
That founded firſt the Weſtern Saxon State. 
Thoſe ſeated on Halenus verdant Banks, 
Draw out, and Muſter their ViEtorious Ranks. 
They March from Triſantona's Cryſtal Flood, 
From Yenta's Downs,and Regzum's ſpacious Wood. 
From rich Cluſentuxr, and fair Vefa's Ile, 
From Briga and Segontium's fertile So1l. 
On Sorbiodunum's Plains arnn'd Youth appears, 
With nodding Plumes,and moving Groves of Spears. 
The famous Captain, who had chicf Command, 
That with his Prince came to invade the Land, 
Was Lothar, born on Belgick Moſa's Flood, 
Whofe noble Veins were fil'd with Royal Blood : 

| Him 
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Him dir fair Exuil C edit $ Sitter beas 

And dying, Ictt him to her Brother's Care. 
With all this Strength King 04a takes the Ficld; 
Nor doubts, but Arthur to his Arms muſt yield. 


The Britons now a ſolemn Faſt proclaim 
Tomwurn their Guilt,and take th' atrendant Shame : 
Fo own the dreadful Plague, their Crimes deſert, 
And by their Grict, hke Judgments to averr. 

That Heav'n appeas'd, from its relenting Hand 
May drop us Bolt, and ſpare the threaten'd Land. 
Sorrow untaught on every Face appear'd, 

And only Sighs and ſad Laments were heard. 

They weep aloud, and mourn their impious Fall. 
And with united Praycrs for Mercy call. 

The proſtrare Penitents for Pardon Cry, 

And from Heav'n's Juſtice, to its Pity fly. 

To Grief, and flowing Tcars, no Bounds are giv'n; 
Th' Arrillery alone, that Conquers Heav'n. 
Rightcous Reſolyes fill every humble Mind, 

And all in Vows of bleſt Obcdience joyn'd. 

The mourntful Camp's a Scene of pious Woe, 
Where thro* their Eyes,their Hearts diflolving flow. 
Their loud and feryent Supplications, riſe 

Above the Clouds, and penetrate the Skies. 
Contending thus with Heav'n they weep, and pray, 
And ſtnve to turn th' impending Storm away, 
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Which charg'd with Vengcanceoeriheir Camp appear'd, 


More Plagues they had deſerv'd,and therefore feaz'd. 


Prince Arthzr, that in Piety was chief, 
And now chict Mourner, thus expreſt us Grief, 
Th artentive Britons hear, and hope Relief, 
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Of Wrath Divine, what Vials have been pour'd, 

And empty'd on our Heads; that have devour d 

The guilty Britons, and our Camp conſum'd ; 

Where piF'd in Heaps,the Dead, rhe Dead awd” d! 
Th Ercrnal's Sword. around did widely waſt, 

And carricd Death, and Ruin where 1t paſt. 

Ic reck'd in Blood, and ſhone with Slaughter dyd 

Red,as theCrimſonSins, which for itsVengeance cry'd 

This day we deprecare the Curſe, and all 


With wounded Souls,for Heav'n's Compaſlion call. 


To ſtill the Storms of Wrath which on us beat, 
And cauſe the fiery Torrent to retreat. 

The God we Worſhip Jealous 1s, and Pure, 

His Wrath advances flow, bur reaches ſure : 

His threat'ning Arm does long extended ſtay, 

But then deſcends with the more feartul Sway. 
Who then can his conſuming Fire withſtand, 
Who bear the ſtrokes of his Revenging Hand ? 
There's hope your Prayers have found Succeſs above, 
And Heay'n aton'd, will this fierce Plague remove. 
May ne'er our impious Crimes, his Arm proyoke 
To end our Ruin, by a ſecond ſtroke: 


He ceasd. His Men their facred Vows renew, 
And for Devotion to their Tents withdrew : 
Where while Celeſtial Warmth their Breaſts extend, 
The Day in Prayers,and Hymns of Praiſe they end. 
Heav'n the Returning Penitents embrac'd, 

And far away th' Infernal Legions chas'd. 
Their Guardian Angels once more take their Poſt. 
Drawa our in bright Array, around their Hoſt. 


Twice had the Sun, with dawning Glorics bleſt 
The World, and call'd the Lab'rer from his reſt, 


As 
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As oft the Night her Sable Veſture; ſer 

With pearly Dew, aſcends her Throne of Jer : 

When certain Tydings Arthur's Camp alarm'd, 

That 0a's Men againſt the Britons arm'd ; 

Bclicving that the Britons thus diſtreſt; 

By Saxon Arms, nught be with Eaſe oppreſt. 

With 94a Leagues, and Oycrtures of Peace, 

When War ſhall offer more advantage, cealc. 

The Tydings ſoon thro! all the Army ran, 

Whence in their Minds cormenting Fears began. 
They thought their weaken'd Troops, could not oppoſe 
The fierce Attack, of their inſulting Foes. 

The trouble ſpreads, all, their ſad Stare bewail, 

That thoſe thePlague had ſpar'd,cheSword ſhould nowatlall. 


The pious Prince with heayy Gricf oppreſt, 
To Heav'n thas vents the trouble of his Breaſt : 
Thou that from dark Egyptian Priſons freed, 
As Shepherds do their Flocks, did'ſt Iſrael lead. 
Who from between the Cherubs, did'ſt diſplay 
Thy Heav'nly Glories, to direct their Way. 
Whoſe nughty Arm extended, did ſecure 
Their trembling Hoſt, purſu'd by Pharoah's Power : 
Shine fotth, and with thy Beams diſpel this Night, 
Whoſe horrid Shades, my lab'ring Soul aftrighr. 
Stir up thy Strength, thy Foes, and ours invade, 
And bring thy ſhining Myriads to our Aid. 
Thou God of Light. reveal thy glorious Face, 
Thy Rays will from the Sky, this Tempeſt chaſe. 
Thee, all the unnumber*'d Hoſts of Heav'n obey, 
Drawn in embattPd Lines, and bright Array 
Along th' Echerial Plains, and here below 
Monarchs to thee, precarious Empires owe. 
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Preſt by cur Enemies, to thee we fly, | 
How long wile thou neglect thy People's Cry ? 
Bach'd in our Tears,and pleas'd with Grief, we moan 
Our ſolitary State, for God 1s gone. 

Our Foes around, deſpiſe our Mournful Stare, 
And onthoſe Loads that preſs us, heap more Weight. 
Our Encmuecs enrag'd, no Mounds berween, 
On us, like riſing Waves, come rearing 1n. 
Againit the Reliques thy fierce Wrath has ſpar'd, 
The Foc's Incxorable Sword's prepar'd. 

On me with Scorn th' inſulting Scofiers look, 

As one, whom Heav'n difpleas'd has now torſook : 
"The Pagans make my Woes their ſporttul Theam, 
Reproach thy Vor'rics, and thy Name blaſpheme. 
Stir up thy Power, thy glitrring Arms aflume, 
Bowing the Heav'ns, to our Deliverance come. 

As from th' aſpiring Mountains, rais'd around 
Jeruſalem, while it ſtood, Protection tound : 

So ler a Guard, from thy bright Hoſt derach'd, 

T encamp abour our Army be diſpatch'd. 

Thou God of Truth ariſe, let th* Heathen fee, 
Thy Wrath purſues perfidious Treachcry. 


Wh.le thus Prince ArthurHeav'ns Protection ſought, 
The God-like Raphael, this kind Meflage brought : 
Thy Prayer prevails, O Prince, benot diſmay'd, 
Tir Almighty's Arm 1s ftretcht out for. your Aid. 
Highly your Crimes Heav'n's Majeſty difpleas'd, 
Bur your Repentance hath h:s Wrath appeas'd. 
His People's Faults do but his Rod enploy, 

Bur hrs fierce Vengeance ſhall his Foes deſtroy. 
Ler not the Saxon's Numbers be their Pride, ) 
You're ſtronger far, for God is on your Side, | « 
Abundantly your Loſs is thus Supply'd. 

| Ariſe, 
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Ariſe, and let the Britons Courage take, 
Their Arms ſhall drive th advancing Saxoz back. 
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The Prince with RaphaePs hcav'nly Meſſage cheer'd. 
OAa's uncqual Force, no longer fear'd. 
His chearful Looks the drooping Britons ſaw, 
And thence reviving Warmth, and Courage draw. 
His God-like Language calms their troubled Minds; 
And with 1ts Charms reluctant Paſſions binds. 
He co their frozen Veins new Life procures, 
Diſpels their Doubts, and fainting Hopes aſſures. 
The Britons, that before did ſcarcely dare 
T* expect it, now reſolve to meet the War. 
They now no more the Fears of Danger own, 
While Heav'n aſliſts, and Arthur leads them on. 


Mean time 1l|-boding Prodigies, aftrighr 
King 0a, and diſlwade his Men from Fight : 
The Birds of Heav'n the gazing Azugurs ſcare, 
Croſſing with inauſpicious Flights the Air ! 
The Fowl as ſacred kept, projected Meat 
 Coldly regard, and ſullenly retreat. 
From hollow Oaks, obſcene Night Ravens ſung, 
And cluſtring Bees upon their Enſigns hung. 
Bullocks with Garlands crown'd reluctant come, 
Break from the Altar, and run lowing home. 
Near ſilver Thamifis ſweet Banks, there ſtood, 
Awful for ſolemn Shade, a lofty Wood : 
Where they ador'd their God Irmanſul! nam'd, 
A war-like Idol, thro' Germavia fam'd. 
His Right Hand did a flowry Garland bear, 
His Left held up a Balance in the Air : 
His Breaſt a griſly Bear's fierce Figure bore, 


And in his Shicld a Lyon ſeem'd to roar. 
Freſh 
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Freſh oather d Flowers diſpers' din Heaps around, 

Gay Superſtition, paint their ſacred Ground. 

Hither the Saxons, and cheir Prieſts repair, 

1” atone their God, with ViAims and with Prayer. 

His Aid againſt the Britons to invoke, 

Whaulc che tall Oaks with Clouds of Incenſe ſmoak : 
The Pricſts the Wood to burn the Victim lay, 
And a crown'd Bullock art the Alcar ſlay. 

Their recking Hands, ranſack in vainthe Breaſt, 
To find the Heart of the prodigious Beaſt : 
—_ Pricits grow pale, and from their Alcar ſtart, 
Finding a Vifim flain without a Heart. 


But that which moſt the gazing Saxons ſcare, 
Are Armics ſcen engaging in the Air. 
The higheſt ground of all the heavenly Way, 
The Sun had gain'd, darting a downright Ray : 
When two black Clouds appear'd,one from the Eaſt 
Threatning aroſe, the other from the Weſt. 
They ſtretcht thar lowring Fronts acroſs the Sky, 
And frowning, ſcem'd each other to defy. 
Between, a Glade of free and open Air, 
Did, as betwixt two ſpacious Woods, appear. 
Then ifſuing from the Womb of cither Cloud 
Two Armies met, and drawn in Battel ſtood. 
The fickning Sun ſhone with a gloomy Ray, 
Scard with the bloody Buſineſs of the Day. 
Betwecn them ſtraight began a furious Fight, 
And glitring Arms ſupply'd the want of Light. 
Eager of Glory from Heroick Decds, 
The Airy Knights ſpur on their foaming Steeds : 
They ruſh to Batcel with a full Career, 
And tilting break their Lances in the Air. 
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Swords claſhing Swords, and Shields rencountring Shiclds: 
Fill with the Din of War tt'Etherial Fields. 
Vaulting the Air, thick Showers of Arrows fly, 
And warlke Labour troubles all the Sky. 

A bloody Ficld was fought, and Heaps of Slairi 
Seem'd to o'erſpread the wide Etherial Plain. 
Chariots o'erturn'd, and ſcatter'd Harneſs by, 
Steeds, and diſmounted Riders, mungl'd ly. 

Erom gaping Wounds, a Crimſon Sea of Blood, 
Along the Heay'nly Pavement recking flow'd. 

At laft che. Squadrons, in the Eaſtern Sky 

Fell in Diſorder, and began to fly. 

The Conquerors hung upon their Backs, and chas'd 
Their Troops, with mighty Rout thro' all the Waſt : 
Into the Clouds and Heay'nly Wilds they fled, 

And left upon the Bloody Field their Dead. 

Next off the Theatre the Vidtors go, 

And into ſhapeleſs Air diflolving flow. 

The lab'ring Scene, and Actors diſappear'd; 

And of the War the Airy Stage was clear'd. 


04a that view'd th* important Prodigy, 
Trembled to ſee the Eaſtern Army fly. 
He wiſely hid his Fears within his Breaſt, 
And to his Captains thus himſelf expreſt. 
Let not vain Prodigies the Saxons (care, 
Form'd by the wanton Demons of the Aur : 
Wrapt in dark Clouds, the Will of Heay'n's conceal'd, 
To Mortals only by th*Event reveald. 
Think not fantaſtick Portents, can declare 
The Fate of Kingdoms, and Reſults of War. 
Theſe only weak, and vulgar Minds affright, 
Like Phantoms, borrowing Horrour from the Night. 
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Which, as capricious Nature's Play, the wiſe, 
From timerous Superſtition tree, deſpiſe. 

The valiant on their Arms make Fortune wait, 
And carve out to themſelves propitious Fate. 
Neglect theſe Dreams, the Gods are eyer kind 
To the beſt Troops, and to th' undaunted Mind. 
Great Ceſar thus condemn'd his Augurs Tales, 
Fights, and o'cr Foes, and Portents too, preyails. 
Thus 042 ſtrove their Paſſion to appeaſe, 

And give them what himſelt enjoy'd not, Eaſe. 


At a ſmall Village, now unknown by Name, 
There dwelt a Sorcerer of wondrous Fame. 
The Pagan Briton Merlin, that of late 
For his dire Art, driv'n from the Britiſh State ; 
Did with the Pagan Saxons ſafely dwell, 
And kept his Correſpondence up with Hell. 
With potent Juices, and Infernal Charms, 
The black Magician, Plagues, and Mortal Harms, 
And various Kinds of Miſchiefs, did inflict 
On thoſe, whom Heay*n was pleas'd he ſhould afflict. 
He in the filent Night while Mortals {leep, 
By Hedg-rows, Lakes, or o'er the Hills would creep: 
To gather balcful Herbs, with which he drew 
Fanuliar Fiends, which round, like Ravens, flew. 
Mounting his Magick Wand, he thro” the Air 
To rich Nocturnal Feaſts would oft repair, 
Spread on green Hills, 'or near ſome ſhady Wood, 
Or Grafly Banks of ſome ſweet River's Flood : 
Where when th infernal Company are met, 
Rich Meats, and Wines, on ſtately Tables ſer, 
They ſeem to taſte, and by the Moon's pale Light, 
Spend in Fantaſtick Luxury, the Night. 


CO9 —_— UM 


Book VII. y = r—_ Arthur:” 


203 


But from th'imaginary Banquet come, 
At the grey Dawning, lank and meagre, home. 


King 0@a's Servants at their Lord's Commantd, 
With their unrighteous Wages in their Hand, 

To Merlin come, and ſoon prevaiFd to bring 
The fam'd Magician to their anxious King. 
Whom 04a thus beſpoke, 

The Miracles, your ſacred Art has ſhown, 

Make you thro” all the wondring Ifland known. 
Let your prodigious Power my Army guard, 
Honour and Riches ſhall be your Reward. 

The Foe we'll now engage, but let him firſt 

Be here by you, and your Enchantments cutſt: 
Curſe then this impious Enemy ; your Breath 
W1l blaſt their Strength, and fatal prove as Death. 
Your Curſe and that of Fate, 1s deem'd the ſame; 
And whom you bleſs the World does bleſt proclaim. 
Afault their Camp with all your Magick Powers; 
You'll curſe your Mortal Foes, as well as ours. 
Revenge your Wrongs, and by your potent Charms» 


Draw off the Guardian Gods, that help their Arms. 


Come with me then, I will a Mountain ſhew, 
From whoſc high Top you may their Army view : 
There we'll atone rhe Gods with Prayer, and thence 
You ſhall your Curſcs on the Foe diſpenſe. 


Then 0a to a Mount the Sorc'rer led; 
Whence thro' the Vale he ſaw the Britons ſpred. 
Seven Altars they erect, and in the Flames, 
Seven Bullocks ſacrifice, and ſeven Rams. 

Here 044 and his Lords therr Gods ador'd, 


And kneeling round the Flames, their Aid implor'd. | 
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At laſt, the Night 2dvancing ro her Noon, 

Merlin condutted by the ſilver Moon, 

From 94a, to a neighb'ring Hill withdraws, 

7” obſerve infernal Rites, and magick Laws. 

He (ccks out noxious Plants, whoſe powerful Juice, 
Magicians for their ſtrong Enchantments uſe. 
Green Henbane, Wormwood, Hemlock;Savine Tops, 
In whoſe preſt Juice he dipt his magick Sops ; 
Wirth Plants that to the Moon their Vertue owe, 
AndToadſtools,which fromStorms of Thunder grow. 
Which mixt with humane Fat,red Hair,and Blood, 
He offers up caſt on the Burning Wood. 

Then with his potent Wand, he walks around, 

And with dire Circles, marks th* enchanted ground. 
Then did he with a mutt'ring Voice rehearſe 
Wondrous, myſterious Words, and potent Verſe. 
Th' infernal Charms all Nature did aftrighr, 

The waning Moon ftraight ſickned at the Sight : 
The Hill with Horror trembled, and around 
With howling Wolves the neighb'ring Woods reſound. 
Then Storms of Rain enſue, ſwift Lightnings fly, 
And dreadful Thunderclaps torment the Sky. 
Spectres, and Ghofts break from their hollow Tomb, 
And glaring round the Necromancer come. 

All Hell was mov'd, the Powers drawn from their Seats 
Ariſe, while Merlin his dire words repeats : 
Whom with his- Charms, he labours to engage 
Againſt the Britons, and excites their Rage. 

His powerful Arts incline chem to employ 

Unitcd force, their Army to deſtroy. 

But Hell and all ins Friends, vain Rage expreſs, 
And Curſe in vain, when Heav'en deligns $0 Bleſs. 
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Merlin, his impious Ceremonies done 
Returns to 0a with the ring Sun. 

Before the Saxon Lords he ſtood, prepar'd- 
To Curſe their Focs, and merit tis Reward. 
When the Magician's Breaſt an unknown Fire 
Lapsd from aboye did ſuddenly inſpire : 

A Warmth Divine his Spirits did invade, 
And once a Sorcerer a Prophct made. 

The Heav'nly Fury Merlin did conſtrain | 
To Blefs, whom. he to Curſe delign'd in vain. 


How beautiful the Britons Tents appear ! 
What goodly Heads his Tabernacles rear! 
As the rich. Vales they ſpread their verdant Pride, 
Or flowry Gardens by the River's ſide. 
AS ſhady Aloes in th' Arabian Woods, 
Or lofty Cedars planted by the Floods. 
Indulgent Heav'n upon the Britor, pours 
Prolifick Dews, and ſweet refreſhing Showers: 
His Seed ſhall flouriſh midſt ſurrounding Streams: 
Bleſt with mild Air, and pure reviving Beams. 
His Prince's Glory; ſhall his People's Love; 
And Neighbour Monarchs Fear, and Envy; move: 
He, like a fearleſs Unicotr ſhall ſtand, 
Sure of his Strength, and all che Fields command: 
Thoſe hoſtile Nations who oppoſe his Power, 
He with reſiſtleſs Fury ſhall devour. 
He'll break their craſhing Bones, his Bow he' li bend, 
And thro' their Fleſh, his piercing Arrows ſend: 
He couches like a Lyon on the Sand, 
Like a vaſt Lyon in a Deſart Land: 
Stretching his fearful Limbs ar Eaſe he lies, 
What Creature dares proyoke hitih to arife ? 
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Bleſs him, and be of happy Men the firſt, 
Curſe him, and thou thy ſelf ſhalt be accurſt. 


He ceas'd. King 0a, tho* incens'd, ſuppreſt 
His Trouble and Diſpleaſure in his Breaſt, 
And to the Sorcerer, thus himſelf addreſt: 
By ſolemn Exccrations, to devote 
The Britons to Deſtruction, you were fought ; 
But, you this 1npious Nation chuſe to Bleſs, 
And all your Words preſage their Arms Succeſs. 
Withdraw a ſecond time, perhaps you'll find 
The Gods, by your Enchantments, more inclin'd : 
Perhaps ſome Errour might at firſt diſpleaſe ; 
A ſccond Eflay will the Powers appcaſe. 


The Sorcerer a ſecond time retreats, 
And all his porene Charms with Care repcats : 
He added ev'ry poiſonous Juice, and Spell, 
He knew had force to ſhake the Realms of Hell. 
Merlin, his impious Rites perform'd, returns, 
And acted by Satanick Fury, burns. 
All Hell within ſhook the Magician's Breaft, 
Bur by a Power Divine ſtraight diſpoſſeſt, 
Traftrighted Demons fled, and in their ſtead 
A pure Celeſtial Spirit did ſucceed. _ 
Tranſports Divine his labring Soul engage, 
And thus he ſpake, moy'd with Prophetick Rage : 
In vain with Divination, we aflail 
The Chriſtian Arms, where all Enchancments fail. 
Our Curſes by the. powerful Breath of Heay'n, 
Back on our Heads,. with fatal Force are driv'n- 
Thoſe God has bleſt, no Guards nor Bulwarks need 
Nor can their Arms, whom he has curſt, fueceed, 
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Unchangeably he's on his Purpoſe bent, 
Nor does he, like unſtable Man, repent. 
The Chriſtian Army will preyall ; that ſaid, 
Obſerving VAa's Fury riſe, he fled. 


The King incens'd, cry'd, curſt Magician, fly, 
Spite of thy Charms, and thee, ſhall Victory 
And Triurhph, on the Saxon Arms attend, 
Againſt ſuch Troops what Signs can 1ll portend ? 
Thy impious Tongue Propitious Heay'n belics ; 
And for the Britons forges Prophecics. 

Thy ſelf of Brizi/h Blood, the Britiſh Cauſe 


Stronger than Wrongs, or cy'n Rcligion; draws: 


So oft poor Slaves, who to a neighb'ring State 
Fly for Protection from a Tyrants Hate, 

If he docs War againſt thoſe Neighbours wage, 
And with his Arms, upon their Frontiers rage: 
Joy at tl Oppreſlor's Conqueſts and Succeſs, 
Againſt their own Protector's, they expreſs. 


0a at this Defeat with Fury burn, 
And to his Army with his Lords return'd. 
Amidſt his Troops he rode, and thus he ſpoke, 


His Voice high rais'd, their Courage to provoke: 


Saxons, you now to certain Conquelt go, 

To glean the Reliques of a ruin'd Foe. 

The Gods do loudly for your Cauſc declare, 
And call you, bur to finiſh their own War. 
Think on the Deeds by your great Nation done, 


The Towns they took, their glorious Battles won, 


And the rich Countries by their Arms ofer-run. 
From this fair 1//and ſhall the Britons chaſe, 


From theſe ſweet Fields, great Odin's warlike Race ? 
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From theſe ſweet Fields, for which our Leaders fought, 
Which with the nobleſt Saxon Blood were bought. 
Shall we with ignominious Flight retreat, 

Ofer the rough Main, to ſeek ſome milder Sear ? 
Or ſhall we back to our cold Region go, 

To hide in Cayes, and dwell Hills of Snow ? 

Can my victorious Friends the Britons dread, 

Who from your conq'ring Arms ſo oft have fled, 
A vanquiſh'd Nation by an Exile led? 

Appear like Saxons, add this Conqueſt more, 

To all th*' immortal Lawrels won before; 

Thus youll the Grounds of laſting Empire lay, 
And flill the Briton ſhall your Laws obey. 

Vain with Succeſs at Sea, they draw their Swords, 
And for Dominion ſtrive with us, their Lords : 

Let now your Arms chaſtiſe their wanton Pride, 
And then in unmoleſted Peace abide. 

He ſaid, and brandiſhing his threatning Launce, 
And ſpringing forward, bids his Men: advance. 
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Now from the Hills thembarrel'd Saxon ſwarms, 
And covers all the Plain with hoſtile Arms. 
As when the great Commanders, Orders give 
To quit the ſtraight Domimions of their Hive, 
The Bees pour out a numerous Colony ; 
From their ſweet Cells, the buſic Youth on high 
Wheel in the Air, and darken all the Sky. 
While brazen Pans charm and compoſe their Hear, 
In ſome tall nezghb'ring Tree they fix their Seat: 
Thither th* unnumber'd Vulgar ſtreight reſort, 
And cluſtring Crowds ſurround their Monarch's Court. 
So thick the Saxons on the Field appear, 
Following their Leader with an endleſs Rear. 
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The gloomy Throngs look terrible from far, 
Diſclofing flow, the horrid Face of War. 

The thick Battalions moye in dreadful Form, 

As lowring Clouds advance before a Storm: 

So when the Sca grown black, the hazy Sky; 
And riſing Winds; foretel a Tempeſt nigh : 

Thy expenienc'd Mariners, with haſty carc 

Furl their ſpread Sails, and for a Storm prepare: 
Straight in the black Horizon, to the Skies 

The dusky Billows threat'ning Heads ariſe : 

Th unnumber'd Troops upon cach others throng; 
And with a gloomy Aſpect march along: 
Advancing, they their boundleſs Front extend 
Oer all the Main, and fearful Wreck portend. 
The Saxon Hoſt thus in its March appears, 

And where it came;thick Groves of briſtling Speats, 
Broad Iron Backs, and Brcaſt-plates, brazen Shields, 
Mail-Coats, and burniſh'd Helms o'erſpread the Fields; 
Chariots of War in Clouds of Duſt advance, 

And toſling uptheir Foam,the thundring Courſers Prarice: 
Their Army's Wings ſtretcht out, they to the Foes 
A long extended Ridge of War oppoſc: 

The Britiſh Squadrons tho' outnumber'd far, 

Run boldly ot the horrid Edge of War. 

To make their Front, the thin Battalions ran; 

Bur ſtretcht not equal to the Sax9r Var. 

Both Armies thus, rang'd in Bartalia ſtood, 
And Death prepar'd her thirſty Jaws for Blood: 


From the Celeſtial Hoſt, a glorious Band 
Of Seraptis was detach'd by high Command : 
Hithcr the ſhining Warriours did repair, 

Arid drawn in long Array, ſtood in the Air. 


F e 


"2/10 Prizce Arthur. Book VUIL. 


Their Blades divinely tremper'd flam'd on high; 
And blazing Shields inhighten all the Sky ; 
Imnenetrable Shields, drawn from the Towers 

Ot Heav'n's high Ars'nal, fill'd with warhke Stores. 
Ti Angchck Cuiraſhers, in Armour ſhone 
Ot Adamant, from Rocks Empyrcal hewn. 
High milk-white Plumes, like Snowy Clouds ariſe, 
From their bright Creſts, and Nod againit the Skies, 
Rich Helmets, of Immortal bearen Gold 
Adorn their Heads, Braſs of Echerial mould 
Refin'd above, their joynted Gauntlers made ; 
Braſs, that the Teeth of Time can ncer inyade. 
Broad filver Bels richly embroider'd o'cr, 
Rare Scraph's work, their ſhining Shoulders bore, 
And round them Sky-dyd Purpk Scarts they wore. 
Michael a Prince in Heav'n of firſt renown, 
Who, like a Sun, high in his Chariot ſhone 
This bright Detachment did in Chief Command, 
Charg'd to maintain ſtrict Guard, and to withſtand 
Tix” Atcempts, that might by Helliſh Fiends be made; 
Sent by their Prince the Chriſtian to invade. 


While Lzcifer on the white Mountain's Head, 
Hits black, Infernal Crew about him ſpread ; 
With Malice, Rage, and Pride extended fate 
High on his dusky Throne, reſfolv'd to wait, 
Ard ſee, if this important Day's Event, 

Weuld anſwer with ſucceſs, his curſt intent. 


[In gl:itring Arms the dazling Prince, appears 
Betore h:s Troops, the Saxon ſees, and fears. 
His Helm of poliſh'd Steel brac'd round his Head, 
Did o'er the Ficld; a glorious Terrour ſpread. 
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Bright Stones, and high rais'd Needle Work adorn 
The ſhining Belt, acroſs his Shoulders worn. 

His fatal Sword, the Bane of Gothick Pride, 

With fearful Grace hung by his warlike Side. 

Odar the Neuftrian of this famous Blade 

Inurd to Victory, a Preſent made 

To Arthur, when from Albion firſt he came, 

To 0dars Camp, to win Heroick Fame : 

Lodar did with this Gift King Odar grace, 

A valiant Hero of the Newuſtrian Race. 

His radiant Shield, of Braſs its outmoſt Fold, 
Th” inmoſt temper'd Steel,- the midſt of Gold, 
Was the rare Work of Lycor's skiltul Toll, 

From which unpeirc'd, the ſharpeſt Darts recoil. 
Bright, like a Sun, it did fierce Glory darr, 

Where might be ſeen pourtray'd with wondrousArrt, 
Strong Towns beſieg'd, and famous Batrels won, 
And great Exploits by ancient Hero's done ; 
Who to defend their Country, bravely fought, 
By Men inſpir'd, in ſacred Volumes wrote. 
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Here th' Iſraelites, kind Heay'n's peculiar Care, 
Their famous Gen'ral Foſhua leads to War. 
The Rocky Defart paſt with wondrous Toll, 
With Marches worn, and heayy with the Spoil 
Form vanquiſh'd Baaſhan, and King Sihon won, 
Where their alluſtrious Triumphs farſt begun, 
Advancetheir Enſigns, Canaan to invade, 
Ripcby their full grown Sins for Conqueſt made. 
To Jordax's Streams they come, ſtraight to his Head 
| His Waves roll'd back, obſequious Jordan fled. 
The naked 'Channel ſhews his ſandy Face, 
And gives the Fay'ritc Nation leave to pals. 
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Thi aſtonith'd C anaanites, like Tordan, Ay, 
And weep to ſee their Guardian River dry. 


Here valiant Gideon, with his Troop by Night, 
March'd out & attack the haughty Midianire. 
The Foe, like Locuſts, numberleſs was pour'd 
Around the Vale, and all its Fruits devourd : 
But dreading Gideon's Arms, the Spoilers fly, 
And by his Sword, and by their own, they dic. 
King Zeba, and Zalmunna, with a throng 
Of Captive Princes, draw their Chains along. 


Herein the plain, ſtrerchr like ſome ſpacious Wood), 
In long Array, the throng'd Philiftizes ſtood. 
Goliah 1fluing from their opening Files, 

Of Bulk ſtupendous, hideous with the Spoils 

Of yellow Lyons ſlain, and ſhaggy Bears, 
Towring before their ſhouting Hoſt, appears. 
With haughty Air, the wondrous Figure ſtrode, 
His Sword his Truſt, and his right Hand his God. 
Beneath his Weight the Vally ſcem'd to ſhake, 

But his pale Foes did more than ſeem to quake. 
Gnaſhing his Teeth. the grinning Monſter ſtood, 
Himſelf an Army, and his Spear a Wood. 
Sufficient Stores whole Mines could ſcarcely yield, 
For his wide Cuiraſs, and prodigious Shield: 
Where Figures pourtray'd of fierce Monſters ſhone, 
But none ſo fierce, and monſtrous as his own. 
High in the Clouds, his brazen Helm did ſhow 
Like ſome vaſt Temple's gilded Capilo. 

His mighty Legs, that brazen Boots embrac'd, 
Tall Pillars feem'd, with Corinth Mettal cagd. 
Thus arm'd he ſtood, and by his Mein did ſeem 
To curſe aloud, to threaten and blaſpheme. 
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His beck'ning Hand held proudly up, invites 
To combate, all the trembling Hebreis Knights, 
Tho vaſt of Bulk he bigger ſwells with Pride, 

He curſt their Army, and their Gods defy'd. 
Here, God-like David, inthe lowry Bloom 

Of Youth, and Beauty, brings the Monſter's Doom. 
To kindle Love, or Pity fitter far, 

Then the rough Paſſions, which atrend on War : 
And likehier by his Youth's engaging Charms, 
To wound the Anakite, then with his Arms. 

Yet bravely he embrac'd th' unequal War, 

And ſcorn'd his Rage that curſt him from afar. 
The fatal Stone by the young Hero flung, 

Cut thto? the Air, and ſure of Triumph ſung: 

It piercd the Cyclops Head, his Carcaſs fell 

Swift to the Ground, his Soul, as ſwift to Hell. 


Faln on his Face, he bites the trembling Ground ; 
And Brains,and Gore break throthe gaping Wound : 


Wallowing he lay a vaſt extended Load, 

Like a great Iſland, in a Sea of Blood. 

His ghaſtly Eyc-balls trive with parting Light, 
And ſwim, and roll into eternal Night. | 
Here Saul tecciv'd the charming conquering Boy, 
The Captains bluſh'd for Shame, and wept for Joy: 
His Brothers griey'd to ſce the glorious Day, 
Prompted with Pride, and Envy ſhrunk away. 
Here Jzdah's Daughters flowry Garlands bring, 
They crown young David, and preſage him Kung : 
11 Songs and Dances they his Decds proclaim, 
And SaufP's is Ieflen'd, to adyance his Fame. 


Here mighty Sampſon, hot with Martial Rago, 
A numerous Army docs alone engage. 
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His UT high way'd, recking) in Sweat and Blood, 
Oer Naughter 'JHeaps, th'inyadingConquerorſtrode. 
His faral Arms, his Focs no longer bear, 

But their whole Hoſt flies from his ſingle Spear. 
Confus'dly o'er the Field lay ſpread about, 

Wide Ruin, Spoils, and ignominious Rout, 


Here valiant David's Troops victorious come, 
From their Afyrian Expedition home. 
Vaſt were the Spoils, which from the glorious Day 
Wori on Damaſens's Plains, they bore away : 
King Hadadezer's Arms in Triumph born, 
And Purple Robes by their ſoft Princes worn, 
And ſparkling Gems,which did their Ears adorn. 
Rich Collars, Chains, and blazing Shields of Gold, 
Vaſt Silver Bowls, that richer Mctal hold. 
High gilded Diſhes, graveri or emboſs'd, 
Treaſure immenſe, that Syria had cngroſs'd. 
Purple Pavilions once in lofty Rows, 
And Crimſon Beds, where Monarchs did repoſe. 

 Unnumber'd Camels, laden and oppreſt, 

With all ch* Luxury of the wanton Eaſt, 
Beneath the Booty groand along the Road, 
Themſclves a Prey, as was their precious Load. 
Here ran gilt Chariots drawn by generous Steeds, 
Such as the noble Soil of A/fia breeds. 
Here Royal Captives, and &hain'd Lords appear, 
And vulgar Slaves, preſt with an endleſs Recr. 


Here the great Conflantine of Britiſh Race, 
Ofcr 7yber's Bridge, does fierce Maxentivs chaſe. 
With Roman Blood the ſwelling Rivers dy'd, 
And Helms,and Shicldsfwim down theCrimſonTyde. 
Spears, broken Armour, Men, and Courſers ſlain, 
The Streams encumber, and the Flood detain. 
Great 
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Great Conſtantine in glitrring Armour ſhines, 
And preſling on, breaks thro* the Roman Lines. 


| Maxentiue Hopes are blaſted in the Bloom, 


He flies, and opens wide the Gates of Rome 
To the Victorious Chriſtian, and his God, 
Where for a while; he made his bleſt abode: 


Prince 
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Hus in reſplendant Arms Prince Arthur ſhines, 
Darting bright Terrour thro che Sax Lines. 

All at his fearful Preſence were amazd, 

And on the glorious Foe with Wonder gaz'd. 

Confuſion ſeiz'd them, and a chilling Damp 

Went to their Hearts, thro' all che trembling Camp. 

And now the vaulted Sky, rings with the Noiſe, 

Of Souldiers Shoutings, and ſhrill Trumpets Voice. 

The Brit:ſh Prince waving his flaming Blade, 

The Saxons ſtrong Battalions did invade. 


Firſt Baldred fell a bold and daring Knight; 
That ruſhing forward did his Fare invite. 
The Javelin thro' his Shield of treble Hide, 
And Coat of Mail, piercd deep into his Side. 
Eska the ſecond Triumph did afford, 
His Head ftruck off by Arthur's conquering Sword; 
Next groveling on the Ground gyeat Ina lies, 
And the brave Or/a of ſtupendous Size : 
Whoſe Clubs like that 4lcides usd to weild, 
Laid whole Brigades on Heaps upon the Field. 
Neither their Arms, nor Stature, nor Deſcent, 
From mighty Oſca could their Fate prevent. 
AS Pharo boaſted loud, and threatned Dearth, 
The Javelin pierc'd his Throat, and ſtop'd his Breath 
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Kinullar next the conquering Prince withſtood, 

A valiant Captain, and of Noble Blood. 

Refiſted by his Shield, the Saxon's Spear 
Flew off, and paſs d obliquely thro the Air. 

Here on the Prince C:ſſa exclaiming loud, 

Ruſh'd in, and preſt him with a numerous Crowd, 
Thick ſhowers of Javelins with a mighty Sound, 
Like Storms of Hail, from his bright Shield rebound. 
The Prince enrag'd caught up his Spear in haſt, 
Which he at C:ſſa with ſuch Fury caſt, 

It pierc'd his famous Buckler's ſeventh Fold, 

And his rich Coat dawbd thick with pond'rous Gold : 
Then deep between the Paps the Weapon went, 
And its laſt Force in his warm Boſom ſpent. 

Flat on his Face the Bleeding Saxon lies, 

And ratling in his Throat ſtretcht our, and dies. 

Moll ruſhd in and with his hand did wreſt, 

The bloody Weapon from his Brother's Breaſt, 

And boldly to attack the Prince advanc'd, 

Bur from his Shield ch' unproſperous Wow glanc'd, 
The Prince's Spear thro' Molls's Shield of Braſs, 

Thro his Habergion, and his Breaſt did paſs; 

Moll of Sence bereavd fell to the Ground, 

And ſpew'd black Blood, both from his Mouth and Wound. 
Striving th invading Hero to repel, 

Alcmor, Peda, and Darontes fell, 

Three Men of wondrous Seek and warlike Fame, 
Who from the fartheſt Snows of Scythia came ; 
Deſcended all from Otha's noble Line, 

Whoſe glorious Deeds in Saxon Records ſhine. 
He was victorious Odzn s conſtant Friend, 
Andall his Toils, and Conqueſts did attend. 
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Then Cerd:ic with his Troops the Prince withſtands, 
Suſtain'd by Sebert, and th' Eaſt Saxon Bands. 

Now theſe, now thoſe, the Britiſh Prince attack; | 
And preſs on every ſide, to force him back. 

As when two adverſe Hurricanes ariſe, 

Muſt ring their ſtormy Forces in the Skies : 

Of equal Fury, and of equal Force, 

Againſt each other bend their rapid Courſe. 

The Clouds their Lines extend in black Array, 

And Front to Front a fearful War diſplay. 

Exploded Flames againſt each other fly, 

And fiery Arches Vault th inlighten'd Sky. 
Conflicting Billows, againſt Billows daſh, ( flaſh. 
Thunder 'gainſt Thunder roars, Lightnings gainſt Lightnings 
Nor Flames, nor Winds, nor Waves, nor Clouds will yield, 
But equal ſtrength maintains a doubtful Field. 

Britons and Saxons thus in Battel ſtrove, 

And neither from their Ground the Foe remove: 
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Then Valiant Cadwal threat'ning from afar 
High in his Chariot, plungd into the War. 
His ſtrong, extended Arm his Javelin flung ; 
Cutting the Air, the hiſſing Weapon ſung. 
Falling on Kingi//'s Shield it pierc'd the Hide 
Of treble.Fold, and enter d deep his Side ; 
Fainting and ſtagg ring Kzng/ backwards reel'd; 
Then fell with ſounding Arms upon the Field : 
Gaſping he lay, and from his ghaſtly Wound, 
His Crimſori Life ebb'd out upon the Ground; 
And next, his fatal Shaft at Bertac flew | 
With mighty Force, and piercd his Breaſtplare thro'; 
The ſecret Springs of Life, the pointed Dart 


Broke open, and transfixt his generous Heart. 
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His Wound * SY gaping Channels inward bled, 
And on his Shoulder hung his lolling Head : 

He fell, and ſhivering gaſp d his lateſt Breath, 
And fainting, ſunk into the Arms of Death. 

A noble Youth worthy of milder Fate, 

- Burt Death's blind Stroaks diſtinguiſh not che great. 
Ar laſt the Saxon Troops in Throngs ſurround, 

The Valiant King, thus far with Conqueſt crownd. 
Thick Showers of Darts from every {1de invade, 
And in his Shield a briſtling Harveſt ſtaid. 

TH undaunted Hero long their Force ſuſtain'd, 
And held at Bay ; th' unequal War maintain'd. 
Like a chaf'd Boar that in a ſheltring Wocd, 

The clamTous Dogs ſurround King Cadwal! ſtood: 
A noble Rage did in his Breaſt ariſe, 

And Streaks of Fire break from his burning Eyes. 
So when by Night ch' 1{landian Ocean roars, 

And rolls its angry Waters to the Shores. 

Flaſhes of Light, and fiery Luſtre glance 

From raging Waves, that in bright Troops adyance. 
With his refulgent Sword the Warriour flew, 
Upon the Crowd, and'cut his paſlage thro'. 

Soga and Kenrick, from the Hilly Land, 

W here Sorbiodunum's lofty Caſtles ſtand ; 

1wo conſtant Friends, whom Fate could not divide, 
Together by the Britons Weapon dy'd. 

Then Redburg, Alfry, and Theodrick fel), 

Striving 1n vain the Victor to repell. 

Great Numbers more heſ{lew, whoſe vulgar Name 
To thoſe, in after Ages never came. 

As a high Rock, which the vaſt Ocean laves, 
Exposd to ſtormy Winds, and raging Waves, 

On its fixt Baſe, unſhaken does defy 

Th united Fury of the Seas, and Sky : 
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So 'mid(t ſurrounding Foes, brave Cadwall ſtood, 
About him flow'd a Sea of Hoſtile Blood. 
He ſlew Rovennar with his mighty Sword, 
And Saradan, a great Weſt Saxon [ ord. 
Valiant E/munor, to his Country dear, 
And Ofith dyd, by his projefted Spear: 


O&a, enragd to ſee the numerous Spoils 
Round Cadwal! ſpread, ſprung thro' the thronging Files; 
Ruſhing with Fury on, and threatning high 
He thus aloud, did to the Br:ton cry : 
Cadwall, on me let all your Force be ſpent, 
Hither be all your pointed Javelins ſent. 
Here ſee a Foe that will your Pride abate, 
Or in the glorious Combate meet his Fate. 
At this his maſly Spear with Vigour ſent, 
Thro' Valiant Cadwalls ſhining Buckler went: 
Thro' all the Plates of Braſs, and all the Plies 
Of thick Bull's Hyde, th 1mpetuous Weapon flies; 
Which bruisd his Thigh,and ſpringing from his Veins, 
A Crimſon ſtream his poliſh'd Armour ſtains. 
Cadwall ancens d, his Spear at O#a flung, 
Which in his temper'd Shield arreſted hung. 
A ſecond hiſſing weapon O&a caſt, 
Which th' interpoſing Buckler never paſt, 
But glancing on the Steel, away it flew, 
And with an oblique Stroke, idwailo flew. 
Then Cadwall chaf'd, exerting all his Force, 
His ſecond fends, with unreſiſted Courſe: 
Thro' O#a's brazen Shield it Paſſage found, 
Inflicting on his Side, a painful Wound. 
Their miſſive Weapons ſpent with equal Chance, 
To cloſer Fight the Combatants advance. 
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Equal in Strength, alike in Combate brave, 
Their Swords on high, like circling Flames they wave. 
Both traverſing the Ground for Fight prepare, 

And with Heroic Ardor meet the War. 

And O&a firſt diſchargd a noble Stroke 

On Cadwalls Creſt, which thro his Helmet broke : 
Cadwall amazd; recoyl'd, and backwards reel d, 

And ſcarce his Spear his tott'ring Limbs upheld. 

A loud Applauſe rang thro the ſhouting Hoſt ; 

The Britons rag'd, and thought their Hero loſt : 

Bur he recov ring from th amazing Blow, 

Collects his Strength to meet the inſulting Foe. 

His brandiſh'd Blade fell with prodigious Sway, 

And thro' the yielding Cuiraſle, forcd its Way: 
The gaping Wound pour out a V ita] Tyde, 

And Crimſon Streams his burniſh'd Armour dyd- 
O#a his wounded Body wreaths in Pain, 

And viewing on his Limbs the Bloody Stain, 

With angry Eyes calls back his Life again. 
And then aſlaults the Foe with doubled Rage, 
Who meets his Arms, as eager to engage. © 

Freſh Strokes,freſh Wounds, they give on either {1dez 
While ViEt'y does for neither Sword decide. 

Weak with their Wounds, and with bruisd Armour pain'd, 
An equal, noble Combate they maintain d. 

Feeble and Breathleſs ſtill they kept the Field, 
Unable more their blunted Arms to wield. 


And now the Throng ruſh'd in, the Combat done, 
By neither Hero loſt, by neither won: 
And rending with their Shouts the tortur d Air, 
Back to their Files, the Combarants they bear. 
So when two Valiant Cocks in 41b:on bred, 
That from th' inſulting Conquerour never fled: 
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A Match in Strength, in Courage, and in Age, 
And with keen Weapons armd alike Engage ; 

Each other they aſſault with furious Beaks, 

And their trim'd Plumes diſtain wich bloody Streaks. 
Fach nimble Warriour from the Pavement bounds, 
And wing d with Death, their Heels deal ghaſtly Wounds. 
By turns they take, by turns fierce Strokes they give, 
And with like Hopes and Fears, for Conquelt ſtrive. 
Both obſtinate maintain the Bloody Field, 

Both can in Combat dye, but neither yield, 

Till with their bleedingWounds grown weak and faint, 
And choak'd with flowing Gore they gaſp, and pant : 
Diſabled on the Crimſon Floor they ly, 

Both Honour win, bur neither V iCtory. 


Then Morgan, his Javelin in his Hand, 
Charg'd the fierce Troops where E/la did Command. 
Wigmunda, firſt his deadly Weapon felt, 

Who on the lowry Banks of Oza dwelt, 

Faln on the ground, the Saxon groand aloud, 

And dying, lay deform'd with Duſt and Blood. 
Next Ethelbright he flew, the Javelin paſt, 

Thro' the brave Leader's Hand, where ſticking faſt, 
He from the Battel fled, and thro' the throng, 
Complaining loud, traild the huge Spear along. 

To fighr the Briton, Thedred did advance, 

And in his Buckler broke his pondrous Lance: 

High in the Air the ſcatter'd pieces flew, 

When Morogan, his ample Fauchion drew ; 

He miſt che mighty ſtroke aimd ar his Creſt, 

But Clefe his Shoulder down into his Cheſt : 
Thro' the prodigious Wound, a Sea of Blood 
Spouts from his Veins, and down his Armour flow d, 
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Welrring'i in iGore, upon the Ground he ſtrerche, 
And his laſt Breath in thick Convulſtons fetchr. 
Next he his Spear at great Merthe/lan throws, 
Thro' Breaſt, and Back the deadly Weapon goes. 
Then warlike E//a, with exceſſive Rage 
All fir'd, advancd the Briton to engage. 
As twochaPd Lyons on a Lybian Plain, 
Contending which ſhall oer the Defart eign, 
With raging Eyes, .and fierce ereCted Hair, 
Scowr oer the Sands, to meet the horrid War J 
So furious Ella, and great Morogan,, .. 
Eager of Conqueſt, to the Combat ran.. 
The Saxoz firſt his maſly Javelin "0 
With the vaſt Stroke, the Briten's Target rung; 
The temper Steel the Weapon did repel, 
Which flew aſide, and art a Diſtance fell. 
The Briton next, did his bright Javelin throw, 
Ella his Head inclin'd, eludes the Blow. 
Ella with all his Might his ſecond caſt, 
Which miſt, but ſtroke the Plume off, as it paſt. 
The Br:ton ſtoop d, and lifted from the Field 
A pond'rous Stone, which both his Hands did weild; 
So vaſt, that two1n our degenerate Days, 
| Tho Menof Strength, the like can ſcarcely raiſe ; - 
With all his Strength he throws the-craggy Stone, 
Which thro' King Ella's Leg-piece, cruſh'd the Bone ; 
The wounded Warriour fell upon the Plain ; 
Adda advanc'd the Conqueror to ſuſtain ; 
While Gome! with his Men aid E/la bear 
From the hot Place of Action, to the Rear, 
Where Chartoteer, and Steeds, and Chariot ſtay, . 
Waiting his coming from the Bloody Day. 
Mean Time great Morogan, had 4dda 1lain, 
The Spear had thro' his Forehead pierc'd his Brain.. 


Biting 


Book V1IL Prince Arthur. 225 


Biting the Ground, th expiring Saxon lies, 

And Death's unwelcome ſhade o erſpreads his Eyes. 
And with like Courage, and with Jike Succeſs, 
The brave Prince Conan, did the Saxons preſs 
Which Ofred led; great Numbers he deſtroy'd, 
Whoſe putrid Blood, the {lippry Field annoy'd. 
Sefred, Carantes, Molinoc he ſlew, 

And Ethelfrid, in Arms ſurpaſs d by few. 
Oſwy, and Baſſa, all of warlike Fame, 

And many more, of unrecorded Name. 

Thus Valiant Conan, triumph'd in the Field, 
And all he mer, did to his Courage yield. 

Until a ſculking, unknown hand, ar laſt 

Did unperceiv'd, a pointed Javelin caſt. 

Deep in his Arm, th inglorious Weapon goes, 
His Wound the Blood upon his Armour ſhows, 
He drew the Steel out, from his bleeding Veins, 
And from the Field, retird in tortring Pains. 


Mean time, out-numberd 1n another part, 
Macor's Danmonian Troops began to ſtart. _ 
Macor to ſtop their 1gnominious Flight, | 
And give them Spirit to renew the Fight ; 

Now ſharp Reproaches usd, and bitter Threats, 

And now with Prayers he earneſtly intreats. 

Enragd, aſhamed, and fearing open Rout, 
Exclaiming loud, he wildly flew abour. 

He ſtays them with his Hands, and Voice, and Eyes, 
And to confirm their linking Courage, cries, 

Whither will my Danmonans madly run, 

And leave behind a Vi&ry almoſt won 2 

What pannick Fear does my brave Friends invade  þ. 
Till now, you neyer knew to be afraid. 
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Think on the Bravty you have always ſhown, 
And Laurels you and your great Fathers won. 
By their great Deeds, and yours, by Cadors Narge, 
By ail my Hopes and yours which are the ſame : 
By the Danmonian Fame, I al] conjure 
Truſt not to Flight, your Arms mult you ſecure. 
Who will maintain their Ground, if you recoil 2 
Thus do you mean to guard your Native Soll ? 
To what new Seats will you from Alb:on fly ? 
Or will you in the Rocks and Mountains ly # 

_ Britons return from your inglorious Flight, 
Rally your Forces, and renew the Fight. 
To Safety, and to Fame the way Ill ſhow, 

| See, here it lies, acroſs the thickeſt Foe. 


He faid, and ſtraight amidſt che Troops he flew, 
Oſher the firſt he met, the firſt he ſlew. 
He pierc'd his Belly chro' the yielding Shield, 
And out his Bowels guſh'd upon the Field. 
10 aid his Friend, conſtant Eballan flies, 
| But wounded by the Briton, with him dies. 
Then while 4dulphas, Bertham's Offspring ſtands, 
Poiſing a pondrous Stone in both his Hands, 
The mighty Fragment of a craggy Rock, 
And aim'd at Macor's Head, a deadly Stroke : 
Thro' his pierc'd Side the Javelin made its way, 
And buried, in his bleeding Liver lay. 
Then you brave Youths, Egbert, and Alopas, 
Borh noble Branches of great Horſa's Race, 
Their Agethe ſame, the ſame cheir youthful Charms, 
Fell in the Brit:ſh Fields by Macor's Arms, 
This 'twixt the Ribs receiv'd the fatal Dart, 
Where tranſverſe Bounds the Breaſt and Belly par: ; 
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Lopt from the Shoulder with a fearful Wound, 
T other's Right Arm lay quivering onthe Ground. 


Now the Danmonians who began to run, 
Seeing the Wonders by their Leader done, 
With Shame and generous Indignation burn, 
And to the War wich doubled Rage return. 
Then Macor let his Spear at Redwall fly, 
In his bright Chariot, paſſing ſwiftly by. 
It paſs'd his Shield, and went into his Reins, 
A Purple Flood, ſprings from his wounded Veins, 
And mixt with Duſt, the fervid Wheels detains. 
Projected headlong on the Ground he lay, 
Fetch'd a deep Groan, and gaſpd his Life away. 
With like Succeſs his Men no more afraid, 
Of Saxon Arms, their thickeſt Files invade. 
So when diſlolv'd by Summer Rays, the Snow 
Dos down the Sides of 41pme Mountains flow, 
Below the ſeveral Rills, and Currents joyn, 
And different Streams 1n one great Flood combine: 
Then do's the Deluge rear its foaming Head, 
O'erflow the Banks, and oer the Meadows ſpread. 
No lofty Mounds arreſt th inſulting Tide, 
Bur ger the flowry Vale, the Waves triumphant ride. 
So the Danmonian ſcatter d Troops unite, 
And with aſlociate Arms, revive the Fight. 


Here to reſtrain Macor's Victorious Courſe, 
Bartha, opposd a freſh collected Force. 
From his ſtrong Arm his ſinging Javelin flew, 
And paſſing thro' his Neck Gmtardan flew. 
He hurl'd his Ball of Iron at the Head 
Of ſtout Gomallador, and ſtruck him dead. 
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His Helm in Pieces flew, his Bones were craf]1 d, 
And from his Scull his Blood and Brains were daſh d. 
Macor incens'd, advances to the Fight, 

And pray'd to Heavn, to guide his Weapon right ; 
Nor did he pray in vain, th unerring Dart 
Transfixt his Breaſt, and ſunk into his Heart. 
Strong Bartha fell, the Blood his Armour ſtains, 
And ſhivering Death crept cold along his Veins. 


But to revenge ſo great a Captain's Fall, 
Lothar aloud does on his Saxons call. 
Firſt Lodoic he flew, who ſtood the Shock, 
Of War before unſhaken as a Rock. 
Strong Mandubrace, of whom the Britons tell 
Such mighty Deeds, by the brave Saxon fell. 
Beauteous Codunan the Silurians Pride, 
And warlike Hanomer together dy d. 
Their Leaders brave alike, alike enrag'd, 
The Britons, and the Saxons cloſe engag d, 
An obſtinate, and bloody Fight maintain, 
And heaps of Dead, ly thick upon the Plain. 
Dark Clouds of Duſt thro th airy Region fly, 
And warlike Noiſe bounds from the vaulted Sky. 
Helms mix with Helms, and Arms with Arms unite 
Their brighc Reflexion, to oppreſs the Sight. 
Now Man at Man, Squadrons at Squadrons ruſh, 
And Files at Files with Spears protended puſh. 
Swords claſh with Swords, Bucklers on Bucklers bray, 
And thro the Field a horrid Din convey. 
Slaughter and Death in dreadful Pomp appear, 
And Brains and Gore, the {lippery Field beſmear. 
So when two adverſe Tides their Waves advance, 
With equal Fury, and with equal Chance ; 
The foaming Forces, doubtful Fight maintain, 


Where both by Turns loſe, what by Turns they gain. 
On 
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In this Side now recreats the vanquiſh'd Tide, 

And on its back th inſulting Billows ride. 

Rallying its roaring Troops with ſwife Career, 

It ſoon returns, and reaſſumes the War. 

The Conquerour before 1s forcd to yield, 

And rolling back its Waves deſerts the Field. 
Alternate Conqueſt, and alternate Flight, 

Between the Foes prolong a doubtful Fight. 

So thick the Troops, fo faſt and cloſe were preſt, 
The wedg d Battalions ſtandingB reaſt to Breaſt, 
They ſcarce have ſpace their Hands or Arms to move. 
But like contending Waves cach other ſhove. ; 
Here Macor urges, preſles, and invades, 

Here Lothar ſtops him with his ſtrong Brigades; 
Equal in Arms, in Beauty, and in Age, 

Bur not allow'd each other to engage. 

On both the valiant Youths a different Fate, 

From a far greater Foe does ſhortly wait. 


King Cerdick then advancd, exclaiming loud, 
And with his rapid Chariot cuts the Crowd. 
And to the Troops that ſtopt his way, he cryd 
Open to right and letr, your Ranks divide, 
Macor, and I this Conteſt will decide. 

Nor did the Saxon Troopshis Will oppoſe, 

Bur open, and an ample Space diſcloſe. 

Then leaping to the Greund his pondrous Oak, 
Pointed with poliſh d-.Steel, he threatning ſhook. 
At ſuch a Sight ch' amay.d Danmonians ſtart, 

And their chill Blood congeal'd about their Heart. 
Macor undaunted, traverſes the Ground, 

And at the Saxon aims a fatal Wound. 

Then thro the Air his Spear projected flew, 
And from its Sheath his flaming Sword he drew. 
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The Bucklers Brin the glancing Weapons raz d 
And flying off, on therighe Shoulder graz'd. 

Then Cerdicks Javelin poisd, and aimd with Care, 
Flew from his Arm, and hifting cut the Air : 

Who cry d out as it went, go ſwiftly fly, 

And che hard Metal of his Armour try. 

While Cerdick thus inſults th' impetuous Oak, 

Thro Backler, Coat of Mail and Cuiraſs broke, 

And piercd his Breaſt where the deep Springs abide, 
Whence Life leaps out upon its circling Tide. 

The Vital Streams thro' his bruis'd Armour ſpout, 
While he in vain wreſts the warm Weapon out 
After the parting Dart, together crowd 

From the wide Wound, his Soul, and Life, and Blood- 
He fell, his Arms upon his Armour rung, 

And Death in cold Embraces round him clung. 
Thus fell the brave Danmoman who had ſlain, 

Such Numbers pil'd on Heaps upon the Plain. 

His Friends with Sighs, and Tears upon a Shield, 
Bear his Pale Corps oft from the bloody Field. 
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Cerdic his Weapon warm with Macor s Blood, 
Adyanc'd with Fury not to be wirhſtood. 
With his drawn Sword he does the Foe invade, 
And midit their Ranks prodigious Havock made. 
The Britons all enragd at Macor s Fall, 
With Showers of Darts the raging Saxon gaul. 
On every Side the Monarch they aſlail, 
With thick Brigades, but cangor yet prevail. 
As when a mighty Stag, that long had ſtood, 
The unmoleſted Monarch of the Wood, 
Safe 1n 1ts Coverts, and proteCEting Shade, 
Againſt the Foe, that would his Peace invade: 
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If at an ancient Oak, heſtands art laſt, 

At Bay, by furious Dogs too cloſely chas'd ; 
Fearleſs he looks, and to his clam rous Foes, 

Does his thick Grove of Native Arms oppoſe. 

The Dogs with diſtant Cries infeſt his Ears, 

And from afar the Huntſmen caſt cheir Spears. 

. None daring to approach the generous Beaſt, 
Project aloof their Darts againſt his Breaſt ; 

Thus Cerdick ſtood, nor dard the boldeſt Knight, 
Advance to undertake a cloſer Fight. 

| They caſt their Darts at diſtance, and from far, 
Shower on his brazen Shield a ratling War. 

Witch their loud Cries the ambient Air they rend, 
And raging, all their miſhve Weapons ſpend. 


Mean time around, King Cerdicks Javlins flew, 
And 4rthurs Men, with vaſt Deſtruction ſlew. 
Cad wan he kill'd, whoſe Arms great Fame had won, 
And Vortiger great Ganumara's Son. 


Then Yogar fell, and Ottocar, who trace 
Their high Deſcent from Hoel's ancient Race. 
Great Numbers dy'd where the chaf d Saxon flew, 
And with his Sword cut his wide Paſlage chro. 
So when a generous Bull for Clowns Delight, 
Stands with his Line reſtrain prepard for Fight. 
Hearing the Youth's loud Clamours, and the Rage, 
Of barking Maſtives eager to engage 3 
He inuffs the Air, and paws the trembling Ground, 
Views all theRing, and proudly walks it round. 
Defiance lowring on his brinded Brows, 


A round diſdainful Looks, the grifly Warriour throws. 


. His haughty Head inclin'd wich ealte Scorn, 
Th invading Foe high in the Air is born, 
Toſt from the Combarant's victorious Horn. 
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Raisd to tlic Clouds, the ſprawling Mattives fly, 

And add new Monſters to th' aftrighted Sky. 

Theclam'rous Youth, to aid each other call, 

On their broad Backs to break their Fav'rices Fall, 

Some ſtretcht out in the Field lie dead, and ſome 

Dragging their Entrails on, run howling Home. 

Burt if at laſt on all Sides he's engag d, 

By freſh and fiercer Foes, ſtrait all enrag'd 

He flies abour, ſome with his Horns he gores, 

Some {trikes, and mov'd with Indignation roars. 

With Diſproportiond Numbers preſt at lengch, 

He breaks his Chain collecting all his Strength. 

Then Dogs and Maſters ſcar d promiſcuous fly, 

And faln in Heaps, the pale Spectators ly. 

He walks in Triumph, nods his conquering Head, 
| And proudly views the Spoils about him ſpread. 


Hyalca fell, a Lord of Neuſtrian Birth, 
Strugeling with Death he bites the hoſtile Farth, 
R:vollan dies, the brave Armorican, 

Who ſwifter than a driving Tempeit ran. 

' Mador, not daring Cerdickto engage 

Fled from his Polt to fcape the Conquerors Rage. 
Cerdick purſu'd him cloſe, exclaiming loud, 
And to overtake him, breaks th' oppoling Crowd, 
As when a Lion on the Mountains ſpies, 
A well grown Staz, his furious Briſtles riſe, 
And yawning horribly, with Hunger preſt, 
Away he flies to tear the trembling Beaſt : 
He leaps upon him with his dreadful Paws, 
And buries in his Sides his fearful Jaws. 
So raging Cerdick flew faln Mador dies, 
Andeverlaſting Night ſhuts up his Eyes. 


Ludvall; 


— 
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Ludvalla, from the high iS turian Hills- 
Eldubert ſlew, Poel Edella kills ; 
Chelrick-Adarc, Tudor piercd Alwy thro, 
Oſwoll Pricarden, Oven Kenſey flew. 
Bladoc kills 4thelmar in ſingle Fight, 
Of goodly Stature, and a Valianc Knight. 
Eadwrm gave Vortimer his fatal Wound, 
Who from his Steed, fell headlong to the Ground. 
Lovellines Blood the great Barnulfa ſpills ; 
Kentwin Rodollan, Pricel Uffa kills. 
Now equal Ruin Rag d on either Side, 
And ViEtTry mutual Favours did divide, 
Flowing, and Ebbing with an equal Tide. 
With like Succeſs, by turns the doubtful Field, 
The Victors, and the vanquiſhd, win and yield. 
Such was the bloody Labour of the Day, 
And in ſuch even Scales their Fortune lay. 


Now certain Fame had reachd Prince Arthur's Far, 

Ther his lov'd Macor dy'd by Cerdicks Spear. 
No Tydings more his Fury could provoke, 
Or ſtrike into his Breaſt a deeper Stroke. 

His Looks reveal d his Wound, and Grief, and Rage, 
His conquering Arms 1n deep Revenge engape. 
With his refulgent Sword he hew'd his way, 
Like Graſs mown down the {laughter'd Saxons lay. 
His Stroaks are all as ſure, as thoſe of Fate, 
And Death and Vi&try on his Progreſs wait. 
His Arms the Field with vaſt Deſtruction clear ; 


Wide Lanes made by his Sword, and ſpacious V oids appear. 


Thro' their thick Ranks the raging Tempeſt flies, 
And fearful Ruin all around him lies. 
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In vain his facal Javelin never flew, 

Ezmijja, Edgar, Ethelburg he flew ; 

And Ethe/woll, who fled the Conquerors Sight, 
But che ſwift Dart 0 ertook him in his Flight. 


His deadly Spear at Kenfred was del1gn d, 
Whoſtooping down the hifhng Death declind : 
Then at the Conqu'or's Feet he proſtrate falls, 
And in fad Accenrs for Compaſhon calls. 
Spare, God-like Br:ton, and let Kenfred live, 
Me to my Father and my Children give : 
Treaſures immenſe of Silver and of Gold, 

My Iron Cheſts, and buried Coffters hold ; 
Theſe Riches from the Sun, fo long conceal'd, 
Shall co diſcharge my Ranſome be reveal'd, 
Mine's bur a fingle Life, if that be ſpar, 
It.cant the Progreſs of your Arms retard ; 

On this docs not depend your Empire's Fate, 
Nor can my Life or Death afteEt your State. 


, He ſaid, to whom the Brit;ſh Prince veply'd, 
The S1lver and the Gold your Cellars hide, 

| You to your Sons and Daughters muſt bequeath, 
Expect your ſelf, the preſent ſtroke of Death. 

T hat ſe1d, he took his Helmer by che Creſt, 
And drawing back his Head, into his Breaſt 

Up co the Hilts, he plung'd his fatal Sword, 
And from the Wound a Crimſon River pourd. 
Colmar, hard by Odm's and Freas Prieſt, 
Piſtinguiſhd by his Dreſs, from all the reſt, 
And by the Garland round his Temples known, 
In glict ring Armsgand ſplendid Garments ſhone : 
Up flew his Heels while from che Field he fled, 
Nazaleod ſet his Foot, upon his Head, 
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And ſtruck into the Geoind quite chro his Breaſt 
His pointed Spear, and his rich Spoils. poſleſt. 
Then Arthur with his Spear, pierc'd Rufa thro ; 
Then Oſmar, Seward, Etbellar he {lew, 

Oſa, Beorno, Kendred, Eaiſwall, 

Penda, Kenelmar, Osbert, Ethelbal. 

Pale Oſwald fled, the Conqu'rour to prevent, 

Bur thro' his Back the {wifter Javelin went. 

His flaming Sword did neer in vain deſcend, 

But ſure DeſtruCtion did its Sway attend, 

The recking Conquerour in Triumph reign'd, 
Glutced with Slaughter, and with Blood diſtaind. 
Th'unnumber'd Dead, chat round the Breton lay, 
More than their living Troops, obſtruCt his way. 
To reach their Men, that from his Fury fled, 

He climbs their ſlaughter'd Piles, and ſcales the Dead. 
Sometimes the Saxons with new Fury burn, 

And rallying Squadrons to the War return : 

They pour around the Prince their numerous Swarms, 
And ftrive to cruſh him with unequal Arms. 

As when Tempeſtuous Storms oerſpread the Skies, 
In whoſe dark Bowels inborn Thunder lies ; 

The watry Vapours numberleſs, conſpire 

To {mother, and oppreſs th impriſon'd Fire : 
Which thus colleeted, gathers greater Force, 
Breaks out in Flames, and with 1mpetuous Courſe, 
From the Cloud s gaping Womb, in Light'ning flies, 
Flaſhing in ruddy Streaks, along the Skies. 

So Arthur's flaming Sword, cuts thro' the Cloud 
Around him ſpread, and rends th' oppoſing Crowd. 
With daz ling Arms, he flies upon the Foe, PF4 
Flafhes awidit the chrongs,and terribly Thunders thro. 
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Authum and Adlfrid, with freſh Troops fuſtain, 
Their ſtaggring Squadrons, and the War maintain : 
To theſe Prince Arthur wing d with Fury flew, 
And firſt ſtout Alfrid with his Spear he flew : 
Thro' the lefe Groin, the Weapon made its Way, 
And ſtretchr along the Ground, the bleeding Saxon lay. 
At Authum's Creſt he dealt a furious Stroke, 

The Saxon totter'd at th' amazing Shock, 

And fell upon his Knee, and while he pray d, 

And for his Life, would many Things have ſaid ; 
His ſever'd Head oft, from his Shoulders flies, 

And bounded on the Field, his Body lies 

Ar a great Diſtance, quivering on the Ground, 
And Streams cf Blood ſpring from his ghaſtly Wound. , 
As when the Summers ſoultry Heats, draw forth 

THh' exhaling Moiſture, from the chirſty Earth ; 

When ſcorching Rays the gaping Plains have fry'd, 

And from their Banks contracted Streams ſubſide : 

If chen a Fire invades a ſpacious Wood, 

Where ancient Oaks have long ſecurely ſtood , 

The conquering Flames advance with lawleſs Power, 


And with contagious Heat the Trees devour. 

The ſpreading Burning lays the Forreſt waſte, 

And footy Spoils lie ſmoaking where it pal. 

90 Arthur with refiſtleſs Rage, around 
Deſtroys, and loads with (laughter'd Heaps the Ground: 
Next did the Prince at bold Edburea aim, 

Who from the fertile Banks of Abum came, 

Prince Unnas Son to vaſt Poſleſſons born, 

Broad Flowers of Gould his ſhining Coat adorn ; 
The piercing Steel deep in his Boſom ſunk, 

And Life's pure Stream at the warm Fountain drunk. 
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His Arms did next valiant Titu/lan meet, 
Who fell and quiver'd at the Conquerours Feet. 
Oſrick, and beauteous Hengzſ# next appear, 

The firſt his Fauchion {lew, the laſt his Spear. 
Next ſtout El/danor did his Fate provoke, 

And off his Head flew, art a fingle Stroke, 

And next he threw at Labert, as he fled, 

The Weapon ſtruck him, as he turn d his Head; 
In Gore and Brains the 4glitt'ring Javelin recks, 
And from his Veins a Purple Torrent breaks. 


Mean time King Cerdic did around deſtroy, 
And with thick Deaths his maſſy Fauchion cloy. 
Him from afar the Britzſþ Hero ſpies, 

And wingd with Fury to aſſault him flies, 
Cerdick mean time undaunted did appear, 

And forward ſtep't, ſhaking his dreadful Spear. 
Like one of Anaks mighty Sons he ſtalk'd, 

Or ſome tall Oak, that after Orpheus walk'd. 
Fixt like a. vaſt Coloſſus by his Weight, 

He ſtood, expecting his approaching Fate. 
Lowring, like riſing Tempeſts from afar, 

He rages, and invites th advancing War. 

Now the Br:tanzc Hero did appear, 

Within the Reach of his prodigious Spear : 
King Cerdic curſt, and by his Gods defy'd 

The Briton, and aloud to Odzmcry'd; 

The glitt'ring Arms by this gay Robber worn, 
Great QOadzn ſoon thy Temple ſhall adorn : 
Aſhiſt great Founder of our State the Dart 

I caſt, and guide it to his impious Heart. 
Then from his vig rous Arm his maſly Spear 
Projected ſung, and hifs'd along the Air: 


Off 
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Off from the temper'd Shield the Weaponflew, 
Wounded Glendoran, and lantor liew. 

Then his long Spear the pious Briton calt, 

Th imperuous Steel, thro all che Thicknels paſt 
Of Brazen Plates, row1d Linnen, tough Bulls Hide, 
And entring deep, did in his Groin abide. 

The fainting Saxon fell upon his Knees, 

Paind with his ghaſtly Wound, and trembling ſces 
The Conquering Prince advancing to aflwage, 

By ſtriking off his Head, his veng ful Rage. 

Here the brave Lothar, that had Wonders done, 
And by his Arms immortal Praiſes won, 

For thro the Hoſt, the loud Applauſes rung 

Of mighty Deeds, atchiev d by one to young; 
Tranſported with his pious Care, to bring 
Aſtiſtance to his Uncle, and his King ; 

Spur his hot Courſer on, and forwards preſt 
Offring to Arthur's Arms, his valiant Breaſt, 

He brayely undertook th' unequal Foe, 

To ward from Cerdic's Head the fatal Blow. 

Then his long Spear he threw, with Manly Force, 
Bur Arthur's Buckler ſtopd th' impetuous Courſe : 
Th' applauding Saxons gave a Shout to ſee 

The Noble Youth's exceſhive Bravery. 

But to his Prince's A1d 1n vain he flies, 

Who by his former Wound expiring lies, 

And everlaſting Sleep ſhuts up his Eyes. 


CON/IJ 


Bur then the Britiſh Hero's Javelin fled 
At Lothar, but it piercd hjs Courſer's Head : 
Raisd in the Air upright, the genroys Bealt, 
Gatherd his ſhivring Feet up to his Breaſt, 
Then ſpringing ſtrook them our, and ſtagg ring round 
Fell 415i with his Rider to the Ground. 
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A mighty Groan the dying Courſer fetche, 

And on the Ground a Breathleſs Carcaſs ſtretchr. 
And here Immortal E/da, ſhall my Verte, 

Thy unexampled Deed of Love reherſe* 

ove which will univerſal Wonder raiſe, 

And ſcarcely find Belief in future Days. 

For whilſt the Brit:ſh Hero ſtepd with Speed, 
To take off, with his Fauchion, Lothars Head, 
Who with his Steed oppreſt, and wounded lies, 
Fair El/da ruſhd between, and thus ſhe cries : 
Before your fatal Sword takes Lothar's Life, 
Victorious Prince, hear his unhappy Wife. 

Faln on her Knees ſhe did her Helm unlace, 

And ſhewd the charming Beauties of her Face: 
The blooming Looks of Spring, and lovely Red 
Of opening Roſes on her Cheeks were ſpread. 

Her Eyes thar ſparkled like the Stars above, 
Appear d both th Armory, and Throne of Love: 
Where thouſaids of alluring Graces wait, 

And mingling Charms form Love's triumphal State. 
Bright Erhelina her, and all excelld, | 
She the next Place in Beauty's Empire held. 

Nor did her Looks, leſs Admiration move, 
While wild Confuſion, Sorrow, Fear and Love, 
With beauteous ConfliEt, for the ViEtTy ſtrove. 
A Shower of Tears flowd down her lovely Face, 
Which from her Grief, recery d yet ſweeter Grace. 


Ac the great Conqrour's Feet ſhe threw her Charms, 
Andlifting up to Heavn, her ſnowy Arms, 
Aloud ſhe ſpoke, a wretched Woman's Prayer 
Great Br:ton hear, and my dear Lothar ſpare. 


Since 
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Since firſt his Bride, wichin his Arms [ lay, ? 
Scarce two full Golden Months are {toln awey, 
Which in Love's Calendar ſcarce make a Day. \ 

| With Prayers, and Tears, and tender Words I ftrove, 
And all ch' ingaging Arts of mournful Love ; 

To keep him from the Dangers of the Field, 

And when th' obdurate Man refusd to yield, 

About him my deſpairing Arms I flung, 

And on his Neck, oerwhelmd with Grief I hung, 

I then conjurd him, to avoid with Care, 

Your fatal Arms, ſo much renowad in War. 

Away he goes, and as he ſaid, adieu, 
He touch'd my Life, and my free Heart-ſtrings drew 
For (till I feard that the Heroick Fire, 

And thirſt of Fame, that did his Soul inſpire, 
Would make him think no Dangers were too great, 
Till ruſhing on your Arms, he urgd his Fate. 

My conſcious Fears, this fad Event preſag d, 

If eer with you, in Gombar he engagd. 

Therefore in Arms ] did my Limbs diſguiſe, 

And undertook this dangerous Enterprize, 

Thar if he raſhly ſought ſo great a Foe, 

I might berween him, and your fatal Blow, 

My Boſom interpoſe, and in my Heart 

To fave his dearer Life, receive the Dart : 

Or if Occaſion were, to intercede, 


As now I do, and for his Safety plead. 


I pray by all that is to Mortals dear, 
By all che Gods that you, and we revere ; 
Let this ſad Object your Compaſhon move, 
Regard his Valour , and regard my Love. 
Oh! Let his hapleſs Fare your Soul incline, 
Pity his blooming Youth, or pity mine. 
Oh, 
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Oh, melt beneath divine Compaſhon's Charms, 

Let not your Breaſt be harder than your Arms. 
Save his dear Life, he of his Noble Line 

The only Branch remains, as I, of mine. 

Chriſtians profeſs Compaſſion, Mercy, Love, 

Sure ſuch Diſtreſs ſhould thoſe kind Paſhons move. 
Sheath in my Breaſt the Sword, and take my Breath, 
But Oh, preſerve this wondrous Youth from Death. 
My ſelf will to my Veins the Sword apply, 

| And to prolong his Life will gladly dy. 

Hear pious Prince, his aged Father hear, 

Who thus entreats, or would if he were here + 
Oh, ſpare the ſpring of all my Hopes and Fears, 
The only Prop of my declining Years : 

Your fatal Sword deep in my Bowels ſheath, 

And for the Sons, accepts the Father's Death. 

If great Poſlcſhons, or if Gold would buy, 

His far more precious Life, he ſhall not dy, 

His Father will a mighty Ranſome give, 

And mine as much, fay but the Youth ſhall live. 
Let us your Priſoners be in Chains confind, 

'The Chains of Love will make thoſe ſofter bind : 
There his dear preſence I may it1i]l enjoy, 

And for his Eaſe my thoughtful Cares employ. 
Free from the Noiſe of War, and anxious Fears, 
III kiſs his Wounds, and waſh them with my Tears; 
111 watch his midnight Slumbers, and by Day, 

My Love ſhall Solace to his Grief convey. 

Ler him be baniſh'd from the Brir:fh Ifle, 

Ill go, and ſhare the lovely Wander's Toll. 

T1! follow thro' the ſwarthy, burning Zone, 

No Flames can ſcorch me, fiercer than my own. 
Our tender Words the ſavage Kind will move, 
Theyll tand, and gaze, and wonder at our Love. 
Ii 
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Th inhoſpitable Deſar: will appear, 
A flowry Paradiſe, when he is there. 

Oer Snows with him and Hills of ice I'lI (tray, 
I know not how, but Love will find the way. 
"Tf his ſharp Keel ſhall cur the Foaming Tide, 
In the ſame Bark Il! on the Billows ride- 

No ſtormy Winds my ſtable Soul ſhall move, 
Or ſhake the ſtrong Foundations of my Love. 
But hurried wich diſtrafting Fears away, 

And wild with Grief, I know not where to ſtay, 
And in a Maze of Thought I loſe my Way. 
Oh! let your generous Pity calm the ſtrife 

In my toſt Soul, and fave his precious Lite. 
Thus you'll not only Triumph oer your Foe, 
But oer your, ſelf, and your own Victy too. 


Thus Elda pray d, nor did ſhepray in vain, 
Her tender Accents did Admiſhon gain, 
To the relenting Prince's generous Breaſt, 
Who thus the beautcous Supplicant addreſt. 


This unexampled Effort of your Love, 
Does equal Wonder and Compaſſion move. 


True Chriſtian Captains are both brave and good, 


Victry purſue, bur not with Thirſt of Blood. 
Revenge and Cruelty we diſavow, 

And only juſt and generous Arms allow. 

Go, to your Tears your Lothar's Life I give, 
Pleas d with each others Love together live. 


Lhen Cerdick ſlain on whom they truſted moſt, 


A ſhivering Fear ran thro the Saxon Hoſt. 
The Britons now believ'd the Batrel won, 
And ſure of Conqueſt on their Squadrons run. 


Prince 
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Prince Arthur at their Head breaks thro their Files, 
And covers all the Plain with Hoſtile Spoals. 
The Saxon Troops diſmay d, began to yield, 

And to the raging Conquerour leave the Field. 


Prince Arthur. 
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Mean time the Prince of Hell, who anx1ous {tocd, 
And from his Hill the bloody Labour view'd. 
Seeing the Saxon Troops at laſt give way, 

Reſolves the Br:tons Progreſs to delay. 

' That thro' the Ange/ick Guards he might eſcape, 
His Form he chang to a fair Seraph's Shape. 

A mild Celeſtial Youth he did appear, 

Dreſt in pure Robes of white Empyreal Air. 
What once he was, the Fiend ſeem d charming bright, 
Conceald in Beauty, and diſguisd in Light. 
 Afluming meck and Heav'nly Looks he ſtrove, 
To imitate the lovelieſt Face above. 

Then taking from the Mountain's Top his Flight, 
Did ſtraightway at th Angelickh Camp alight : 

And thus transform'd thro the bright Camp he went, 
As an Expreſs from Heavn to Michael ſent. 

Along he marchd, and {lily looking round, 
While unobſerv'd, a fair Occaſion found 

Of paſling thro their Lines, without Delay, 
Swift as a Ray of Light, he ſhot away : 

He mingles with the fighting Armies, where 
He moulds to various Shapes, the thicknd Air. 
in Seberts warlike Form he did appear, 

With Arthur's gaſping Head upon his Spear ; 
Which newly ſeverd. from his Body ſeems, 

So freſh the Wound, ſo red the bloody Streams. 
Britons he cry d, learn hence your wretched State, 
See your DeſtruCtion in your Leader's Fate. 
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The towring Hopes you vainly once conceiv'd, 
| Are ſunk, nor can your Ruin be rerrievd. 
Whoſe Arms can guard yourState now Arthur s dead : 
His Life, and with it, all your Strength is fled. 

Fly Britons hence, and to your Hills repair, 

Fly to your Woods, and in your Caves deſpair: 
Protected in your Faſtneſles remain, 

Stay not t ericreaſe the Number of the Slain. 

Cold to their Hearts this Sight and Language went, 

And thro' their Veins a ſhivering Horrour ſent. 
Confuſion and Deſpair their Souls oppreſt, 

And their ſad Looks their inward Wound confeſt, 
Urg'd with their Fear, their Troops began to fly, 

And leave behind th' unfinuhd V iEtory. 


Prince Arthur. 
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Prince Arthur's Breaſt with Indignation burn'd, 
Who from the fierce Purſuit, reluctant turn'd 
To ſtop his Army's Flight, ſtay, Britons, ſtay, 
He cryd, and blemiſh not this glorious Day. 
Whence this Diſtraftion, whenceth' ungrounded Fear 
And wild Deſpair, that in your Looks appear. 
The Battel's won, the Saxons quit the Field, 
And to your Arms a perfect Conquelt yield. 
Let not the vanquiſh'd Foe eſcape Purſuit, 
The Vi&Ty's yours, ſtay but to reap the Fruit. 


While thus he ſpoke, the Britons ſtood amaz'd, 
And on their Prince with Joy and Wonder gazd. 
Their Grief difpell'd, their dyzng Hopes revive, 
And joyful Shouts proclaim the Prince alive. 

Mean time the Sun declunes, and dusky Night 
Covers the Saxons, and protects their Flight. 
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T Ow did the beauteous More begin to riſe, 
Streaking with Roſy Light the ſmiling Skies, 
Prince Arthur roſe, and ſolemn Thanks addreſt 

To Heav'n, that had his Arms with Conqueſt bleſt. 
Then rodeamid(t his Troops, and one by one, 
Their Brav'ry praisd, and Conduct lately ſhown: 
Diſpenſing great Rewards thro' all the Hoſt, 

To thoſe whoſe Courage was diſtinguiſh'd moſt. 
The Britons in their turn expreſs their Zeal, 

And to the Prince the higheſt Love reveal. 

The Heav'n's around with Acclamations rung, 

And loud Applauſes of the ſhouting Throng. 

Then to the ſacred Temples they repair, 

In joyful Crowds to offer Praiſe and Prayer : 

In low proſtration, they the Soveraign Lord 

Of Hoſts Exalt, and future Aid implord. 

Soon as their Hymns of Heavnly Praiſe were ſung, 
High in the Temples they their Trophies hung ; 
Bruisd Armour, broken Shields, and Standards torn 
From the fierce Foe, the gilded Roofs adorn. 

This Honour to th' Almighty Savzour done, 

Prince Arthur to his Britons thus begun. 


Thus far Succeſs and Triumph on us watt, 


And to our Arms, preſage a proſperous Fate. 
Pro- 
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Propicious Heav'n is to your Part inclin d, 

And ſtill more glorious Vi#ries crowd behind. 
The vanquiſh'd Foe can't long maintain the Field, 
Bur muſt your raviſhd Lands and Cities vield. 
Chaſe anxious Thoughts far from your valiant Breaſt, 
And on your Cauſe, and Heaws s Protection reſt. 
A perfe&t Conqueſt ſhall your Labours Crown, 
And your V iE&torious Arms, regain your own. 
Fear not the Relicks of a conq ver'd Foe, 

Their totr'ring State, falls with another Blow. 
Now let no Funeral Honours be denyd, 

To theſe brave Men, that for their Country dy: 
Let us with Sighs and Tears lament their Fare, 
Who fel], whule {triving to ſupport our Sctite. 
Ages to come ſhall their great Virtue pratic, 
Viewing the Tombs chat on their Graves you railc. 


And firſt the Prince to the Pavilion went, 
Whither brave Macor's breathleſs Corps was ſent. 
He lay extended on a Purple Bed, 

With high raisd Pillows, plac'd beneath his Head. 
_ His Servants ſtanding round their Griet expreſb, 
With old Perdarvan fad above the Reſt. 
Cador to him as to his fairhful Friend, 
For wile InſtruEtions, did his Son commend; 
. His Counſels form'd his Youth, and did prepare 
His Mind for all concerns of Peace, and War. 
Now un his Face the deepeſt Grief appears, 
He beats his Breaſt, and baths ic with his Tears * 
He wrings his Hands, and in his mournful Rage, 
Tears oft the hoary Honours of his Age. 
Immoderate Grief in lamentable Sounds, 
As Arthur enterd, thro*'the Room rebounds. 
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The pious Prince with heavy Sorrow preſt, 
Burſt outin Tears, and thus his Grief expreſt. 


Inexorable Death, at every Heart 
Without diſtinCtion, ſhoots her fatal Dart. 
Could Beauty, Courage, Virtue, Youthful Age 
Move her Compaſhon, or divert her Rage ; 
Brave Youth, thou-hadt efcapd, and liv'd to ſee 
Our Triumphs, for a ViEtry due to thee : 
But all thy Charms by ſtronger Fare o'ercome, 
Could not reverſe th' irrevocable Doom. 
Oh ! thy ſad Sire, what ſwelling Grief will roll 
Its ſtormy Tide oer his afflicted Soul 2 
Can he the News of Macor s Death ſurvive, 
Or me, with whom hetruſted him, forgive 2 
T' allay the ſmart may the Danmonians tell, 
How bravely Macer fought, how Great he fe!l. 
And how my own with Cador's Grief contends, 
He mourns the beſt of Sons, and I the beſt of Friends- 
Our Hopes are gone, may the Danmonzans Cry, 
And what Britanma can thy Loſs ſupply 2 


Then toembalm the Prince he gave Command, 
That he might ſend him to his Native Land. 
Straight wich hot Steams, they waſh his Budy o'er, 
And purge his Skin from Duſt and purtrid Gore. 
Then in Arabian Spices, fragrant Gums, 

Rare Aromatick Oyls, and rich Pertumes, 
They lay his Snowy Body, which they fold 
In Bands of Linnen, round him often roll'd. 
Then from his Troops a Thouſand Youths he choſe, 
Which might a ſolemn Equipage compoſe 
Which might accompany the Funeral State, 
To the unhappy Father's Palace Gate. 
Small 
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Small Comfort for ſo great a loſs, yet due 
To the fad Sire, and all the Prince could ſhew. 
Forthwith the Britons, weave wich bending Sprigs 
Of Willow Trees, and tender Oaken twigs, 
An eafie Bier, and with ſoft Ruſhes ſpread, 
Sweet Flowers, and fragrant Herbs, the lofty Bea. 
The Roof on high freſh ſpreading Branches ſhade, 
- And hereſublime the hapleſs Youth was laid. 

Such on the Ground the fading Roſe we ſee, | 

By ſome rude Blaſt, torn from the Parent Tree. 
The Daffodil fo leans his Janguid Head, 

Newly mown down, upon his grafly Bed. 

Tho from the Earth no more ſupplies they g21n, 
Their ſplendid Form 1a part, and lovely Hue remain. 
Then a rich Garment, glorious to behold, 
Pond'rous with Orient Pearl, and {tift with Gold : 
Anoble Preſent from King Odar s Hand, 

Receivd when Arthur left the Neuſtrian Land ; 
Upon the Bier his Royal Bounty threw, 

The laſt Reſpect, whicha fad Friend could ſhew. 
A noble Portion of the wealthy Prey, 

And Spoils gain'd from the Foe, on Cars they lay ; 
With Arms, and Standards, which himſelf had won, 
The Trophies of the Wonders he had done. 


Now the magnificent, and pompous Woe, 

Does from the Camp, in ſad Proceſſion go. 

The labring Axle mourns along the Road, 

And groans beneath th' uncomfortable Load. 
The Herſes ſlowly March, and mournful look, 
As they their ſhare of Publick Sorrow took. 
Pendarvin follows ſtooping with his years, 

Burt more with Grief, and delug'd in his Tears. 
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Then Macors Chart rolls, diſtain'd with Blood, 
On which ſublime amidſt che War he rode. 

His War-horſe Rapa, with black Trappings ſpread, 
And he too ſeem'd to weep, 15 after led. 

His 4rms and poliſhd Armour others bear, 

His Golden Spurs, his Helmet, Shield, and Spear. 
Thea in long Order the Danmonzans mourn'd, 

Their Spears trail a backward, and rheir Buck/ers turn'd. 


Then Arthur ſtood, and wich ſad Accent ſpoke, 
Thus far I mourn the Fate I can't revoke. 
Back I am call'd where Arms and bloady Strife, 
With more ſad Objects, muſt renew my Grief. 
Farewel brave Touth, farewel, till we above, 
Meet in the peaceful Realms, of Lzght, and Love. 
He ſaid no more, but turn'd, and took his way 


Back to the Camp, which lofty Works ſurvey. 


Mean time ten Orators from O#a ſent, 
Arriv'd, and waited at the Princes Tent. 
T heir Embaſly a Truce was to obtain, 
To clear'the Field, and to inter the lain. 
They urgd that all Hoſtilicies ſhould ceaſe, 
Againſt the Dead, who ought to reſt in Peace. 
That all Heroick Conquerors ever gave, 
To thoſe, from whom they cook their Lives, a Grave. 
The Saxons Prayer ſeem juſt, and ten days Truce, 
Prince Arthur granted for this pious Ule. 


To Cador's Court the heavy Tydings came, 
Born ſwiftly thither on the Wings of Fame. 
Loud Lamentation thro' the Palace went, 
And bitter Cries, gave their ſtrong Paſhon vent. 
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Officious Fame the diſmal News relates, 

And univerſal Sorrow propagates. 

Pale Faces, croſſing Arms, dejected Eyes, 

Oferflowing Tears, and deep, deſpairing Sighs, 

Compoſe a finiſh'd Scene of Blackeſt Woe, 


The Tragick place does all fad Figures ſhow. 
The Mer like pallid Ghoſts paſs ſilent by, 


Women outrageous in their Sorrow cry 

Macor is dead, our Hopes too with him dy. 

Thro all the Streets prodigious Numbers flow, 

And pourd out from the Gates, pronuſcuous go, 

To meet their Heros Herſe, with flaming Brands, 
And Pitchy Torches lighted in their Hands : 

Which in long Order ſhone along the way, 

Diſclos'd the Fields, and call'd back baniſh'd Day. 
Soon as they ſpied the lofty Herſe from far, 
Attended with the Pomp of mournful War ; - 
A lamentable Cry the Valley fills, 

Eccho repeats it louder in the Hills. 

Wild with their Grief, diſtracted with Deſpair, 

They ſtrike their thxobing Breaſts, tear off their run 
And with their piercing Screams diſturb the Air. 

Both Troops unite, Rivals in Love and Grief, 

And the ſad Conqueſt ſeek with equal Strife. 


As Cador's Love, no Bounds his Sorrow knew, 
Who from their Arms and Prayers diſtracted flew. 
Cloſe in his Arms he did the Corps embrace, 

Kiſsd his cold Lips, and bath'd with Tears his Face. 
A Scene ſo tender, ſuch a moving Sight, 

Melts all their Hearts, and does freſh Grief 1ovite ; 
Touchd with Compaſſion to th' afflicted King, 
From their exhauſted Eyes freſh Torrents ſpring, 


When 
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When the fierce Tempeſt had its Fury broke, 
With a deep Sigh th' unhappy Monarch ſpoke. 
Oh, my dear Son ! how mild had been my Doom, 
Hadſt thou eſcapd, I ſufferd in thy Room, 

This Sight kills worſe than Death, Oh that the Dart 
Had miſs'd thy Breaſt, and pierc'd thy Father's Heart ! 
Oh, that to ſee this fatal Hour I hve ! 

And thee, and all that's dear in Life ſurvive ! 

How much I wiſh Life's tedious Journey done, 
The empry Name remains, the thing is gone! 

But ſure I ſhall not long thy Abſence mourn, 

I'll haſt to thee, thou'le not to- me return. 

My hoary Head with Sorrow to the Grave, 
Makes haſt, the beſt Repoſe my- Troubles crave. 
Thrice happy Wife remoy'd from us below, 

' You have no ſhare in this ſad-Scene of Woe. 

My ill preſaging Fears are now fulfill'd, 

I ſtarted in my Sleep, and cry'd, my Sor is kill'd. 

I knew too well warm Blood and youthful Age, ? 
Eager of Fame, and fir d with Martial Rage, 

His Arms 1n greateſt Danger would engage. C 
I prayd, and oft corqur'd him to beware, 

Not raſhly to provoke unequal War. 

He promisd me while on his Neck I wept, 
But oh, how il has he his Promiſe kept ? 

I cant reproach the pious 4rthur s Name, 

Nor on his Friendſhip ſworn refleEt the Blame. 
If by divine, unchangeable Decree, 

Uncimely Fate, Macor, attended thee ; 

'Tis beſt that thou art faln with ſuch Applauſe, 
Aſſerting 4lbion's and the Chriſtian Cauſe. 
But why do my Complaints thus endleſs grow, 
And why thus tedious my loquacious Woe ? 
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Why from new Lazre/s, ſhould |] thus detain 
\ Theſe valiant Troops, to hear my Sighs in vain 2 
| Go, Britons, to your Prince, at your Return, 
Tell him I live, but only live co mourn. 
I groan beneath the heavieſt Load of Grief, 
And ſpend in Tears my ſad Remains of Life. 
May Heavn his Arms with greater Triumph bleks, 
Great as his Vertues, let him meet Succeſs. 
Mean time muſt we this laſt kind Office pay, 
And Macor's Body to the Dome convey ; 
Where his illuſtrious Fathers lie interr'd, 
Who reign'd by Subjects lovd, by Neighbours feard. 


Soon as the Sun had with his early Ray 
Depos'd the Shades, and re-enthron d the Day ; 
The pious Britons their {lain Friends inter, 
And on their Graves due Honours they confer. 
Some with their Spades, and with ſharp Axes wound 
The groaning Earth, and caſting up the Ground, 
They form deep Vaults, and ſubterranean Caves, 
Then fill up with their Dead, the gaping Graves. 
Some caſt up hilly Heaps, and Mounts of Sand, 
Which for their Tombs, and Monuments might ſtand : 
And to th admiring Br:tons might declare, 
In furure Ages what their Fathers were. 
Some Stones ereCt of a prodigious S1ze, 
That bear the Hero's Glory to rhe Skies. 


Mean time the Saxons bear away their Dead, 
Whoſe putrid Heaps, the bloody Field 0erfpread. 
Innumerable Piles they raiſe on high, 

Which kindled, fill with Smoak and Flames the Sky. 
With uncouth Cries, around the Frres they mourn, 
Where vulgar Dead, in Heaps promiſcuous Burn. 
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The Lords.zand: Officers of k kigh Command, 

They ſend attended with a warlike Band, 

Each to his City, there to be interr'd, 

Where greater Na Pomp might be conferr'd. 
Bur fair Auguſta chiefly low d with Tears, 

Where Grief in all her mournful Looks appears. 
Diſtracted with ungovernable Woe, 

Into the Streets in Crowds the Matrons flow. 
Confuſion in their Looks, and wild Deſpair, 

They wring their Hands, and tear their lowing Hair. 
Parents on Children, Wrves on Husbands call, 

Sons mourn their Fathers, Maids their Lovers fall. 
For their dear Brothers, Siſters, Tears are ſpent, 
Servants their Maſters, Friends their Friends lament. 
All mingle Tears, their Cries together flow, 

And forma hideous Harmony of V Voe. 

Pale Confternation ſate on every Face, 

They feard the Prince would ſoon inveſt the Place. 


They oft reproach d their Monarchs Breach of word, 


Thar had exposd them to the Conquerour's Sword. 

They wiſhd chat this Deſtruftive Warmight ceaſe, 
And Ethelina be the Bond of Peace. 

Ofa's Aﬀairs in this ill State appear, 

Such was their publick Grief, and ſuch their Fear. 


Mean Time the Br:toz joyful Sports ordain'd, 
For the great ViCEtry by their Arms obtain'd. 
For Horſemanſhip the Britons always fam'd, 
To runa Courſe his generous Gifts inflam'd, 
Deſire both of the Prize, and loud Applauſe, 
The Britiſh Youth to mount their Courſers draws.' 
A neighbouring Hill afcending high, bur ſlow, 
Survey d the Valleys, with his lofry Brow. 
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Upon the flowry Top a ſpacious Down, 
Extcnded lay, which ſhady Woods did crown. 
"The grafly Plains, and riſing Groves appear, 
Like a rich furniſh'd, native Theater : 


Where Sy/van Scenes, their verdant Pomp diſplay, 


And charming Proſpects to the Eye convey. 

S6On as the Sun, had with his Roſie Light, 
From the cold Air, diſpelid the dewy Night ; 
The Brit;ſþ Hero with a numerous Train, 
Directs his Steps, to this delightful Plain 5 ©. 
Where high amidſt his Friends hetakes his Place, 
Who ſwarm'd around to view the noble Race. 


Britons, Armoricans, and Neuſtrians {tood 
 Mingled below, the foremoſt of the Crowd, 
Stood Edadelm, in all his Youthful Pride, 

His Purple Boots were of Iberian Hide, - 

V Vhich faſt with Golden Buttons held, and grac'd 
With Silver Spurs, his comely Legs embracd, 
A flaming Ruban of Sydonan Dy, 

In a Cloſe Knot, his curling Locks did ty, 
Which playing on his Shoulders flew behind, 
Danc'd in the Air, and ſported with the V Vind. 
Cloſe to his well ſhapd V Vaſt, he wore his Coar, 
Of Silk and Silver, by his Mother wrought. 

A Capof Crimſon did his Head equip, 

And as he walk'd, he ſlaſh'd his breaded Whip. 
His ſwarchy Grootn his generous Courſer leads, 
Thar ſcarcely marks the Ground, fo light he treads. 
Owl1tt as a Dove purſud, - or Mouncain Hind, 
His nimbler Feet could overtake the Wind, 
Leave flying Darts, and Swifter ſtorms behind. 
Illuſtrious Blood, he boaſts with equal Pride, 
Tranſmitted to his Veins on either fide. 
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The Mother Mare was of Eborac Race, 

The Sire Auguſtas Merchants, brought from Thrace. 
His inward Fire thro his wide Noſtrils flies, 

And noble Ardor ſparkles in his Eyes. 

His well turnd Limbs did Admiration move, 
Where Strength, and Beauty for the Conqueſt ſtrove. 


His Matchleſs Speed the Prize did ever gain, 
From all the Rival Courſers of the Plain. 
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Next Blanadoc upon the Plain advanc'd, 
And led behind, his fiery Courſer pranc'd. 
Lightly equipd, and ready for che Race, 
He marches tothe Baſe with Manly Grace. 
The gazing Crowd admire his comely Steed, 
Nobly deſcended from the famous Breed, 
That on the Mauritanian Mountains feed. 
Fam(d for his Swifeneſs in the duſty Courſe, 
Of wondrous Beauty, and of wondrous Force. - 
And next to him the gay Lazvallo came, 
Eager to win the Prize, and raiſe his Name. 
His dapled Courſer to the Baſe advancd, 
And neighing wantonly along the Champain danc'd, 
His high Defcenc he did from Draco trace, 
The ſwifteſt Courlſer of th' Iberian Race. 
A Race ſo famous for their ſpeedy Feet, 
Ezrus himſelf, was not eſteemd more fleet : 
So ſwift they run, that vulgar Fame declares, 
The Weſtern Winds, unpregnated the Mares. 


Next the fierce Tador comes into the Field, 
That did to none for Art or Courage yield. 
A Velvet Bonner on his Head, and dreſt, 
Far Lightneſs, in a chinembraider'd Veſt. 
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Thirſty. of Honour to the Baſe he flies, 

And wich his greedy Wiſhers graſps the Prize. 

His well-traind Courſer was admird for Speed, 
Sprung from Calabrian, mixt with Britiſh Breed. 
Lightning flew from his Eyes, and Clouds of Smoak ; 
Darkning the Air, from his large Noſtrils broke. 
None of the Rival Steeds arriv d before, 

More Wonder raisd, or promisd Conqueſt more, 


Next Trebor came upon a noble Horſe, 
And ofc victorious in the rapid Courſe. 
He gently ſtroakd his Mane, and bid him ſhew 
On this great Day, the Feet he usd to do. _ 
With many more, whoſe long forgotten Name, 
Was neer 1nrolld in the Records of Fame. 
While round the Baſe the wanton Courſers play, 
Th' ambitious Riders in juſt Scales they weigh: 
And thoſe that by their Rules were found too light, 
Quile Lead into their Belts, to give them weight. 
All things adjuſted, and che Laws agreed, 
Fach eager Rival mounts his generous Steed. 


To whom th indulgent Prince himſelf addrett, 
And to inflame their Zeal theſe Words exprelt : 
Ler no brave Youth deſpair of his Reward, 

Due Gifts, and Honours are for all prepar'd. 
Whocer are Rivals of the rapid Race, 

Two ccſtly Spears ſhall win, their plated Baſe 
Glitters in Silver Sockets, finely wrought 

By rare Engravers, from Germama brought : 
Their Points are gilt, illuſtrious to behold, 
Whence a deep Fring depends of Silk and Gold. 
Beſides a Back-ſword whoſe well temper'd Blade, 
1s of the fam'd Iberian Metal imade. 
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The happy Youth that fmeard with Sweat, and Duſt, 
Shall reach the Goal, mid(t load Applauſes firſt, 
This Golden Goblet his Reward ſhall boaſt, 

By Damon W rought with F 1&Ures high embolt. 
The ſecond Conqu'ror ſhall in Triumph wear, 

Ina rich Belt, this Perfaan Scimiter. 

The Hafc's a coſtly Stone, which Natureſtains 
With various Figures, and with bloody Veins : 
The chiefeſt Workmen of the curious Eaſt, 

Have in the inlaid Blade, their Art expreſt. 

The third ſhall win a noble poliſh'd Shield, 


Three Courſers rarely pourtray d on the Field. 


The Signal given by the ſhrill Trumper's Sound, 
The Courlſers ſtart, and ſcowr along the Ground. 
So Boreas ſtarting from his Northern Goal, 

Sweeps oer the Mountains to the adverſe Pole: 

His furious Wings the flying Clouds remove 
From the Blue Plains, and ſpacious Wilds above. 
Inſulcing o'er che Seas he loudly roars, 

And ſhoves the tumbling Billows to the Shores. 
While for che Palm the ſtraining Steeds contend; 
Beneath their Hoofs the Graſs does ſcarcely bend. 

So long and ſmoorh their Strokes, ſo ſwift they paſs, 
Thac che Spectators of the noble Race, 

Can ſcarce diſtinguiſh by their doubtful Eye, 

If on the Ground they run, or in the Air they fly. 

So when the Earth ſmiles with a Summer's Ray, 
And wanton Swallows oer the Valleys play : 

In Sport each other they ſo ſwiftly chaſe, 

Sweeping wich calie Wings, che Meadow's Fice, 
They ſeem upon the Ground tb fly a Race. 

O'er Hills and Dales, "the ſpeedy Courſers fly, 

And with thick Clouds of Duſt obfcure the Sky: 
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With claſhing Whips, the furious Riders tear 

Their Courſers Sides, and wound-th' afflicted Air, 
Never Epirean or Arabian Steed, 

Flew or the Olimpic Plains with greater Speed : 

On cheir chick Manes the ſtooping Ruders ly, 

Preſs forwards, and would fain their Steeds ourfly, 

By Turns they are behind, by Furns before, 

Their Flanks and Sides, all bath'd in Sweat, and Gore. 
Such Speed the Steeds, ſuch Zeal che Riders ſhew, 
Toreach bright Fame, thac ſwifc before them flew. 
Upon the laſt with ſpurning Heels, the firſt 

Caſt Storms of Sand, and ſmothering Clouds of Duſt ; 
The hindmoſt ſtrain their Nerves, and fnore, and blow, 
And their whice Foam upon the foremoſt throw. 
Eager of Fame, and of the promisd Prize, 


The Riders ſeize the Mark with greedy Eyes. 
Now Hopes dilate, now Fears contract their Breaſt, 


Alternately with Joy, and Grief polleſt. 

Thus far with equal Fate the Riders paſs, 
Uncertain, who ſhould Conquer 1n the Race. 

Buc now the Goal appearing, does excite 

New Warmth, and calls out all their youthful Might - 
They laſh their Courſer's Flanks with Crimſon dy'd, 
And ſtick their goring Spurs into their Side. 

Their Native Courage, and the Riders ſtroke, 

T exert their Force, the generous Kind provoke : 
Each ſprings out tothe Goal with looſen'd Reins, 
Works all his N erves, and ſtaring Eye-balls ſtrains. 
In this fierce Strife, Twdor's the beſt for Wind 

Shot forth, and left the panting iSteeds behind. 
Eddelin the other Rivals oyerpaſt, % 

Trebor camenext, Larvallo was the. laſt : 

Draco, his Steed, had once unrival'd Fame, - 
When in the Pride, .and Ponip of Youth he came ; 
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Curvetcing o'er the Plain, to win the Courſe, 
All yielded to his Swiftneſs, and his Force ; 
Stiff Limbs now ſhew his Age, with drudging Pace 
He ſwears behind, and labours thro' the Race. 
Now Tudor whips, and ſpurs his Courſer on, 
And near the Goal believd the Goblet won : 
When running oer a naked, chauky Place, 
Slippry with nightly Dew, and bare of Graſs, 
Up flew the Courſer's Heels,: and to the Ground 
He, and the Rider, fell with mighty Sound. 
The ſudden Danger could not be declin'd 

By Eddelin, that follow d cloſe behind ; 

For ſtumbling on young Tudor's hapleſs Horſe, 
His Floundring fell, and loſt the hopeful Courſe. 


The mean time Trebor ſpurd, and forwards ſprung, - 
While all the Field with Acclamations rung : 
Firſt co the Goal his reeking Courſer came, 
Next Blanadoc, Larvalhs third in Fame. 
The Victors by the Goal triumphant ſtood, 
Surrounded by the thick applauding Crowd : 
When Tudor ruſhing in, cries out of wrong, 
And challenging the Prize, broke thro the Throng, 
The Judges over-rul'd the Youth's Demand, 
Urging the firſt eſtabliſh d Rules ſhould ſtand. 
The Prince confirm'd their Sentence, and declar'd 
Who firſt arriv'd, ſhould havethe firſt Reward. 
But on the two, that by 11] Fortune croſt, 
The Victry almoſt in Poſleſſhon, loſt, 
Rich Marks of Royal Bounty he conferr'd, 
And with his Smiles, their drooping Sparits cheer'd. 
A famous Quiver wrought by Dridon's Hand, 
With Thracian Arrows ftord, at his Command 
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Was tirſt on Tudor, as a Gift conferr'd h 
And croſs his Shoulders hung the bright Reward. 
Eddelin that never hopd ſo mild a Doom, 

| Receives a ſilver Helm, and milk whice Plume. 
This Kindneſs to th' unfortunate expreſt, 
He gives the promis d Prizes to the relt. 


Arthur role up, and all their Footſteps bend 
Back to their Camp, which lofty Works defend. 
And now the Br:tons all their Hands employ, 

To fetch Materials in, for Fires of Joy. 

All co the Mountains, and che Woods repair, 

And with their Labour fill the ecchoing Air : 
They raiſe their Axes, and with toilſome Strokes, 

; Fell che tall Elms, and lop the ſpreading Oaks. 

1 hey bear the nodding Trees to every Town, 

And from the Mountains draw the Forreſts down * 
In every City with the ſhady Spoils, 

The joyful Youth erected lofty Piles : 

Nearer the Skies they raiſe th' aſpiring Wood, 
Than when before, upon the Hills it ſtood, 

Soon as the Sun his Beamy Light withdrew, 

And the brown Air grew moiſt with Ev'ning Dew + 
The ſhouting Br:tons, ſet the Piles on Fire, 

The row ring Flames to Heavns high Roof afpire : 
Up the ſteep Air the ruddy Columns play, 

And to the Staw their Rival Light convey. 
Around the burning Piles the Crowds rejoyce, 

And mingle Shouts, with the ſhrill Trumpets Voice. 

 Heavn's ſtarry Arch with Acclamations ring, 

While the glad Throng, Arthur's loud Praiſes (ing : 
Let Arthur live, the Towns and FieJds reſound, 

Let Arthur live, the ecchoing Hills rebound. 


The 
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The Evening thus in Mirch and Triumph paſt, = 
The Brztons to their Reſt retird at laſt. 


Mean Time four Lords arriv'd from Toth, crave 
Audience of Ofa, which the Saxon gave. 
To hear their Embaſly, in regal State 
High on his Throne, che Saxoz Monarch fate.' 
Duncan the chief broke Silence thus, we bring 
This Meſlage from the great 41banian King ; 
He is advancd, to give that powerful Aid, 
Which by. his Orator's King O#a pray'd. 
A valiant Hoſt obeying his Command, 
Whoſe conquering Swords, no force could yet withſtand, 
Who laid the Caledoman Forreſt waſt, 
And from their Forts the fierce Meatian chasd ; 
Halts ona Plain, three Leagues removd from hence, 
Ready t' engage their Arms in your Defence. 
But our great Leader prays, that when you come; 
The Britons all ſubdu'd, in Triumph home, 
Fair Ethelima may be then his own, 
The bright Reward that ſhall his Labours crown. 
If to theſe happy Nuprials you incline, 
He'll ſtraight with yours, his valiant Forces joyn. 
Let not the Saxons doubt, great Tolls's Arms, 
Will free your Kingdom from the Foes Alarms, 


f 


He faid, forthwith O#a in counſel fate; 
A Matter ſo important to debate. 
When Oſred thus began : 
Great Exigencies of our State perſwade, 
That we comply with this Propoſal made : 
We are compell'd by hard Afairs to court 


au 


You 


GEES oa i CEE. OG AM ODS Oe OOO TE of 1 i PEN: PA DAY era 


Book IX, 


262 Prince Arthur, 

Y ou know too well, how much the Saxozs Hoſt, 
Is weaken'd by the Numbers we have lolt, 
When Valiant Arthur did our Tr oops invade, 
What Havock his victorious Progreſs made. 
What wide Deſtruction in our Army ragd, 
Wherc'er his fatal Weapons were engag'd : 

Our frighted Troops, when he advances, fly 
Swift as the Clouds, the Winds chaſe thro the Sky. 
But warlike Te/lo, rivals Arthur's Fame, 

Equal their Courage, and their Strength t he ſame: 
Againſt the Briton hell the Field mantain, 

And on his Buckler his vaſt Stroaks ſuſtain, 

No {tronger Champion traversd yet the Field, 

\ To him, or nonethe Britzh Prince muſt yield. 
Kind Heav n has fent a Man ſo great, and Brave, 
From 4rthurs Arms, our threatnd State to fave. 

I would not then his juſt Deſire withſtand, 

But Jet him know, you grant him his Demand : 
This Grant to ſuch a Prince we muſt allow, 

Was always fit, but neceſſary now. 
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He ceasd, and next Paſcent:us ſilence broke, 
And wiſely thus th attentive Peers beſpoke : 
I once advisd that to preſerve the State, 
We ſhould {trift Friendſhip with Prince Arthur make . 
That we Britamma ſhould between us ſhare, 
And with the Princeſs Nuptials end the War. 
The Terms proposd the Britzſh Hero pleaſe, 
And all things ſeem to promiſe laſting Peace : 
- Bur when we were inform'd the Britzſh Hoſt, 
Had half their Force, by raging Sickneſs loſt, 
Thinking we might with Faſe, the Foe defeat, 
We from the Terms our ſelves” propos'd, retreat. 
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I wiſh that Rupture may not Heav n provoke, 

To bring our Necks beneath the Br::ſh Yoke. 
Wich all our Force the Britons we aflail, 

But Arthur's unrefiſted Arms prevail : 

How great a Loſs the Saxons undergo, 

Our bleeding Wounds and endleſs Funerals ſhow. 
What Hero can be found to guard our State, 
Againſt Prince Arthur's Arms, and proſprous Fate. 
True, Tollos Deeds give him a war-like Name, 
But much inferiour to the By:ton's Fame 3 

If we confiding 1n th' 4lbamans Sword, 

Freſh Triumphs to the Br:toz ſhould afford : 

Who after, ſhall controuling Bounds oppoſe, 

To the victorious Progreſs of our Foes 2 

Who then againſt che Torrent can contend, 

And from th oerflowing Flood, our Towns defend ? 
We ſhall in vain our former Conquelt boaſt, 

The Saxon ſinks and all Britanma's loſt. 

All things well weighd, Prince Arthur looks to me, 
As one ſupported by divine Decree, 

To Empire raisd by unchang'd Deſtiny, 

If fo 1n vain all our Attempts are made, 

In vain we build our Hopes on Tolls's Aid : 

We ſhall oppoſe inevitable Fate, 

And in our Ruin learn our Fault, too late. 

I would Prince 4rthur's Temper ſound, and ſtrive 
Once more the former Treaty torevive. 

This way we may controul che Conqueror's Arms, 
And Arthur bind by Ethelinas Charms : 

This way perhaps you'll ſtem the rapid Tyde, 

And gaina Conqueſt to your Arms deny'd. 


Paſcentius ceas'd, Crida with Choler burnd, 
And with an Air diſturb'd theſe Words return ; 
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We all well know Paſcentius Tongue, was made 
Smooth, ſoft, and fluent ficted ro perſwade, 

For courtly Arts, and fine Intreagues of State, 

No Saxon Genius can Paſcentzus mate : 

All to his Elequence at home mult yield, 

As heto all, for Courage 1a the Field. 

Mea of the Cabinet rake no Delight 

In blocdy War, they are too wile to fight. 

The Brior's Strength, and Arthur's Arms I find, 
Strike fiercely on a prudent cimerous Mind : 

A brave Heroick Spirit cant deſpair, 

Who minds the Turns and doubtful chance of War. 
Join'd by the P:#: and Albanian Horle, 

We're much ſuperior to the Britzſh Force : 

Tolls and Mordred, both for Armsare fam'd, 

Whoſe Deeds with greater wonder are proclaim'd ? > 
| We too have Heros left, that dare engage 

If The Britor's Arms, and can ſaſtain his Rage * 

+ My ſelf will meet him in the Field, -and ſtand 
Unmord againſt the Fury of his Hand. 

Shall we at laſt a Conquer d Nation fear, 

And long inurd co Victory deſpair 2 

Let nor our vile Submiſhon ſtain our Name, 

And leſlen thro' the World the Saxon Fame : 

No, let the King, with Tolos Prayer comply, 

Our Forces joyn d muſt make the Britons fly. 

He ceasd, the Council murmur'd their Applauſe, 
And pleas d with this Advice King O@a roſe. 


He ſtraight diſpatch th': 4/bantav Orators, 
By whom che Valiant Toto he aſſures, 
That he the Britons by his Aid ſubdu'd, 
Shall Ethe/:za wed, for whom he ſud. 
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Withall he added, chat Afairs requird 
Their Troops ſhould join, before the Truce expird. 


His Oratours returnd to Tolls bring, 
The pleaſing Anſwer, of the Saxon King : 
Tollotranſported with exceſhve Joy, 
| Believes no Rival could his Hopes deſtroy. 
As if the Battel were already won, 

He thinks the beauteous Princeſs 1s his own. 
Glictt'ring in Arms, like a refulgent Star, 
He leads his Scoriſh Nation to the War : 
A Nation fierce and haughty by Succeſs, 
Which 4/b:ovs Northern Soil did then poles. 
For a rude, cruel People, bred to Spoil, 

To Blood, and Rapine, from th' Hibernan Ile, 
Did in this Age, infeſt th 4/banan Coaſt, 

And landed there at laſt cheir barb'rous Hoſt : 
Scors they were calld, from their wild Iflands Name, 
For Scotia, and Hiberma were the fame : 

Here their new Seats the proſp'rous Pyrates, tix, 
And their courſe Blood, with the old Britons mix. 
Theſe their Albanian Seats, new Scotza (tile, 
Leaving Hibernia, to their Native Ifle : 

The Calidoman Britons diſpoſle(t, 

And by a hard Tyrannick Yoke oppreſt ; 

Did theſe Hibernian, Scoriſh Lords Obey, 

And felt the Curſes of a forraign Sway. 

This Nation then obey d King Tollo's Laws, 

And now in Arms aflerts the Saxon Cauſe. 


The mighty Donald, of the Northern Iſles, 
Of Viſage fierce, and dreadful with the Spoils 
Of griſly Bears, and of the foaming Boar, 
Which hideous Pride he o'er his Shoulders wore ; 
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Marches his vig'rous Troops into the Field, ; 
Whoſe thundring Swords,themſelves could only we1ld. 
By their rough Captains led, they left the Land, 
Where once the old Meatians did Command : 

And where the Walls from Sea to Sea extend, 

By Romans built, their Province to detend ; 
Stupendous Bulwarks, whoſe unnumber d Towers, 
Repel'd ch' Incurfions of the Northern Powers. 
But when proud Rome was weak and feeble grown, 
Th' infulting Foe broke the high Fences down * 
Now Ruins ſhow where the chief Fabrick ſtood, 
Between wide Tinna's and Itunna's Flood. 

The Youth from all the Towns that did obey, 

In ancient times, the mild Novantian Sway. 

Such as poſleſt the E/govian Seats, and thoſe 

Who tilF'd the Land, where ſilver Devia flows : 
Who on the wild and bleaky Shore reſide, 

Inſulted by the rough Hiberman Tide; 

To aid the Saxon from their Country came, 

By Dongal led, a Lord of Martial Fame. 

Thoſe where Kanduara rears her lofty Towets, 

And Glotta's Tide into the Ocean pours : 

And where th Oreſftian Princes heretofore, 

And ttacottian Lords the Scepter bore. 

T hoſe where the Otademian Cities ſtood, 

Berween Alanus, and fair Vedra s Flood. 

They march from Caſtralata and the Shore, 

Where wide Boderia's noiſy Billows roar. 

Then thoſe from V:iudo/ana and the Land 

Where X!ans Bridge and high Cilurnum (tand. 


Mackbeth a great Commander of the North, 
And rocky Highlands, draws his Nation forch. 


Looſe. 
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Looſe Mantles o'er their brawny Shoulders flung, 
With careleſs Pride beneath their midleg hung : 
Cerulean Bonnets on their Heads they wore, 
And for their Arms, broad Swords and Targets bore. 
The Youth pour'd out from fair Vi&oria's Gates, 
From Orrea and the old Gadenzan Seats : 

And from the ſpacious Caledoman Wood, 

And where fair Celnus rolls his rapid Flood. 
Theſe Troops were by the fierce Congellar led, 

Of Malcol's Royal Stock the famous Head: 

Who firſt from wild erne wafted oer, 

His barb'rous Engines to th' 4/baman Shore. 
Thoſe from the Vicomagzans Cities came, 

From high Baratia, and from ancient Tame : 

And they who dwelt on either verdant Bank” 

Of Longo's Stream, and thoſe that /tys drank. 
With choſe that ſtretcht along the Weſtern Coaſt, 
To whom the old Creonian Towns were loſt, 
Where high Ep:d:um midſt th' Hibernian Waves, 
Protrudes his Head, and all their Monſters braves. 
Thoſe from the Towns along the flowry Side, 
Of Northern 7zna, and fair Tava's Tide; 
Where once the\happy Yenicontes dwelc, 

Before the forraign Conquerour's Yoke was felt. 
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There was a Northern Nation fierce and bold, 
On whoſe dyd Bodies, fearful to behold, 
W1ld Beaſts infcrib'd, and ravenous Birds were born 
Which their vaſt Limbs did dreadfully adorn : 
So fierce they ſeem, as ready to devour, 
The naked Limbs, which the wild Monſters bore. 
Their Hieroglyphick Armies, ſtain'd and ſmear'd 
With var:ous Colours, and ſtrange Forms appear d, 
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Like Troops of Heralds, who on Trwumphs wait. 
This Nation P:&s were call d, who watfred oer 
From Scandinavia, and the bleaky Shore 

Of Southern Scythia, did theſe Seas infeſt, 

And with their Fleets, the Briteſh Coaſt moleſt. 
T heir Pyracies by Sea, and T hetts by Land, 

Th exhauſted Br:tons did in vain withſtand : 

No more of Rome's declining Power afraid, 

They did the weak, defenceleſs Ifle invade. 

Th aftrighted Briton from the Shore retreats, 

And leaves the Conquerour his abandond Seats. 
Their King ar Pleaſure, this fierce Nation made, 
And Mordred now th' Imperial Scepter ſway : 

He to King Tollo by his Queen Ally'd, 

And now by cloſer Bonds of Intereſt tyd, 
Commands his Men, co cake cheir Shield and Launce, 
And with the Scotzſh Army to advance. 


They march'd, who then poſſeſt the Hilly Land, 
Which th ancient Carzonattan did Command. 
From R:cme, and the frozen Hebudes, 

Lavd by the loud Deucaledoniau Scas. 

From all the Towns whence their viEtorious Sword, 
 Forcd the Carenian Prince, the rightful Lord, 

Where the wild Hiperborean Ocean raves, 

And on the Rocks breaks his Tempeſtuous Wares. 

They came who then che Mereaan Citics fll'd, 

And held the Lands chat ance the Lograr till'd. 

They left the Soil where (wift Twefes flows, 

Where Grampixe ſtands in everiaſting Snows, 

Which like the fam'd Riphean Hills appears, 

And with his Head divides the neaghb ting Spheres. 


From 
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From all the Land where Loxa's Current flows, 
Which Ulras and Turfes Streams incloſe : 
Where once the bold Decantians did reſide, 

And from-their Hills the Power of Rome defyd. 
Theſe with che Saxon Troops their Arms unite, 
Who fo well reinforc'd prepare for Fight; 

While wounded in his Tent King O&a ſtaid, 
King Tollo, as their Leader, all obeyd. 
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Urora's Beams now on the Mountains {mil d, 
And adverſe Clouds with Purple Edgings gild, 


Boyling with Martial Rage King Tolls ſtands, 
And his high Chariot, and his Steeds demands : 
Steeds, whiter than the pureſt Alpme Snows, 

And fleeter than the Gales that Boreas blows. 

He triumph'd when his noble Breed appeard, 
Their Harneſs thick with Gold and Silver ſmear'd: 
When he their thundring Neighings heard, and ſaw 
Their wanton Hoofs the trembling Valley paw, 
The Grooms and Charioteers about him ſtand, 
Reining the ſnorting Courſers 1n their Hand: 
Stroking their Backs, they their hot Spirits ſooth'd, 
And their high Manes with Combs, and Spunges ſmooth'd. 


Tolls mean time, puts on his mighty Arms, 
And all the Field reſounds wich loud Alarms: 
Each Army does tor Bloody Toll prepare, 
And draw their Troops out, to renew the War. 
The thund'ring Courſers ſhake the trampled Ground, 
And warlike Clamours from the Hills rebound. 
Acroſs the Plain the rapid Chariots fly, 
And with thick Clouds of Duſt annoy the Sky. 
An Iron Harveſt on the Field appears, 
Of Launces, burniſh'd Shields, and briſtling Spears: 

Throng'q 
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The lowring Front of Horrid War diſclosd. 
Fult furious Tollo ſprings out from the Lines, 
And on the Plain in radiant Armour ſhines : 


His poliſh'd Helm oppreſt the dazled Sight, 

And ſhone on high, like a huge Globe of Light. 
The Golden Shield his mighry Arm did bear, 
Hung like a blazen Meteor, in the Air. 

His Coat of Mail was on his Shoulders caſt, 
And Golden Pieces his vaſt Thighs encas'd: 
The Pieces round his Legs, Gold Buttons ty d, 
And his broad Sword hung dreadful by his Side : 
Which when drawn out, like a deſtructive Flame 
Ot Lightning, froth the ample Scabbard came. 
In ſuch illuſtrious Arms, King Tolls ſhone, 

And Thought no Strength ſuperior to his own. 
Then ſhaking in his Hand his maſly Spear, 

He cry aloud, that all his Threats might hcar, 
T his Spear necr yet deceiv d its Maſter's Hand, 
Nor could the braveſt Knight it's Force withſtand: 
Witneſs 4/bodian, and great Locrie, {lain 

{n ſingle Combates, on th Albanian Plain. 
Witneſs ye Caledonian Princes, you, 

Whom with vaſt ſpoil on Tavas Banks 1 ſlew. 
Now, by this faithful ſpear ſhall Arthur dy, 

If his juſt Fears perſwade him not to fly : 

T' Auguſtas Cates 11] bring his ſeverd Head, 
And in his Spolls, fair Ethelina wed. 


Thus Tollo boaſts, thus did his Fury riſe, 
And ſtreaks of Fire flaſhd from his raging Eyes. 
So when a tawny Lyon, from the fide | 
Of ſome high Lzb:an Mountain, has deſcry d, 


Book X. Prince Arthur. 273 
A ſpotted Leopard, or a foaming Boar, 

To rouze his Courage he bcgins to Roar ; 

He ſhakes his Hideous Sides, his Briſtles riſe, 

And fiercely round he rowls his fiery Eyes. 

Again he Roars, his Paws the Mountains tear, 

A fearful Preface to th' enſuing War. 

High in his Chariot Tolls then advancd, 

And from his Arms amazing Luſtre glanc d: 

A Martial Ardour ſparkled in his Eyes, 

And hot with Choler he the Foe defies. 

So when the Spring's warm Breath, and chearing Ray 
Calls from his Cave th' awaken'd Snake, that lay 
Folded to Reſt, while Winter Snows conceal'd 
The Mountains Heads, and Froſts the Lakes congeal'd, 
The (loughy Spoils from his ſleek Back depos'd, 
And the gay Pride of his new Skin diſclos'd ; 

He views himſelf with Youthful Beauties crown'd, 


Elated caſts his haughty Eyes around, 
And rolls his ſpeckled ſpires along the Ground, 
Freſh Colours dy his Sides, and thro' his Veins 
Turgid with Life, reviving V1igour reigns. 
The ſprightly Beaſt, unfolds upon the Plain 
The glofly Honours of his Summer Train. 
His Creſt ereCted high, and forky Tongue 
hot our, he hifles, bounds, and leaps along. 
uch Life and V igour valiant Tollo ſhows, 
Marching with eager Haſte to meet his Foes. 


And now the Britzþ Hoſt advancd in fight, 
With chearful Looks, and eager of the Fight: 
Prince Arthur in refulgent Arms appear'd, 
High in the midſt, the Saxons ſaw, and fear'd. 
As when a Merchant richly laden ſpies, 

A lowring Storm far in th' Horizon riſe, 
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A deadly Fear or all his Vitals reigns, 

And his chill Blood hangs curdled in his Veins : 
He furls his Sails, and firs his Ship to bear 
The dreadful Hurricane, aſcending thro the Air. 
Now both th' embattled Hoſts advancing near, 
King Tollo ſhakes his long, outrageous Spear : 


And crying out, and threatning from afar, 
In his fwifc Chariot flew amidſt the War. 


His rapid Wheels cur chro' the thickeſt Files, 
With fearful Ruine, and prodigious Spoils. 
 Hapleſs Vodenar, firft his Arm did feel, 

And in his Breaſt receiv d the pointed Steel. 
Next Bron on the Sand expiring lies, 

Orpes flies to his Aid, 'and with him dies, 
Kentwin, Moroſten, Caradoc he {lew, 

And with his Javelin piercd ſtout Mervzz thro. 
Then you brave Youths, Riſan, and: Tudor fel), 
Whodid in Strength, and Martial Skill excel. 
His fatal Spear transfixt bold Arnon's {1des, 

And from his Neck, his Sword the Head divides, 
As Udas fled, the hiſhng Dart he ſent 

Enter'd his Back, and thro' his Navel went , 
He fell, and on the Duſt, fad to behold, 

_ His Bowels ifluing from his Belly roll'd. 

Runo's right Knee his Javelin did invade, 

And in the Bone the glitt'ring Weapon ſtaid. 
Strong Rune fell, and as he wildly ſtard, 

And many moving Words, in haſt prepard 

To beg his Life, th' inſulting Conquerour flew, 
And with his Spear pierc'd his pale Body thro' : 
Groaning he lay, and fetchr long double Sighs, 
While in thick Miſts Death ſwims upon his Eyes. 
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Next Leolme, King Cadwall's Son he kill'd; 
A beauteous Youth, and not in War unskill'd: 
His Head che Fauchion to the Shoulders Clef, 
And on the Duſt his groveling Body left. 
Owenar felt within a ſudden Dread, 
And turning round his Chariot, would have fled ; 
When his long Spear the fierce 4/banan threw, 
Which craſht the Bones, and thro the Temples flew : 
Headlong Oenar fell, and on the Ground 
Lay weltring in his Blood, pour'd from his Wound. 
His fatal Weapons vaſt DeſtruEtion made, 
And where he paſsd, the {lain in Heaps were laid. 
So when a Flood from th' Hyperborean Hills, 
Comes thund'ring down, and all the Valley fills, 
Where che high Snows diffolvd by Summer Beams, 
In one vaſt Deluge joyn their various Streams : 
The roaring Tide with its impetuous Courſe, 
Ocrflows the Banks, and wich refiſtleſs Force 
Sweeps Houſes, Harveſt, Herds, and Flocks away, 
Nor can the loftieſt Mounds its Progreſs ſtay. 
With equal Rage, with ſuch 1mpetuous Haſt, 
Great Tolls thro' the thick Battalions paſt : 
The rapid Wheels of his ſwift Chariot burn, 
And in their Courſe the throng d Brigades oerturn. 
Oer ſcatter d Arms; bright Helms, broad Shields of Brals, 
And broken Spears, his raging Axles paſs : 
Oer Heaps of Dead the furious Warrior flies, 
And fills with Duſt, and ratling Noiſe, the Skies. 
The ſquallid Field, a Crimſon Torrent choaks, 
And mingled Duſt, and Blood oppreſs his Chariot's ſpoakes. 
The trembling Ground th' outrageous Courlers tear, 
And ſnoring, blow their Foam into the Air * | 
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Their fervid Noſtrils breath out Clouds of Smoke, 
And Flames of Fire from their hot Eyc-balls broke. 
With furious Hoofs o'er ſlaughter'd Heaps they fly, 
And daſh up bloody Rain amidſt the Sky ; 
Recking in Sweat, and ſmear'd with Duſt and Gore 
They ſpurn the Sand, and thro' the Battel roar. 


Then Valiant Mal/go with a freſh Brigade, 
Advancd, the mighty Warrior to invade ; 
While from another Part his warlike Band, 
 Bothap led up, and made a noble Stand. 
Now Showers of Darts, and feather'd Arrows fly 
At Tollos Breaſt, that darken all the Sky : 
When Valiant Maredan approaching near, 
With all his ſtrength, caſts his unpetuous Spear ; 
It paſs d the Buckler s Plates, and folded Hide, 
And thro his Armour, {lightly raz d his Side : 
Tollo incensd, collecting all his Might, 
Broke thro' their Ranks, and put the Foe to Flight. 
Now dire DeſtruCtion reigns amid(t their Files, 
And all the Field was ſpread with warlike Spolls. 
So when Battavian Harpooniers affail, = 
With their ſharp Launces, ſome prodigious Whalc, 
Thar like a floating Mountain, lies at Eaſe, 
Vaſtly extended on the Frozen Seas : 
When the Leviathan begins to feel, 
Within his wounded fide, the bearded ſteel ; 
And looking round, fees all the ambient Flood, 
Deeply diſtain'd with its old Monarch's Blood ; 
Straight all enragd, he throws himſelf abour, 
And thro' the Air does Crimſon Rivers ſpout : 
Swift, as a Storm, he daes the Foe aſlail, 


With his expanded Fins, and hideous Tall. 
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Some Barks are cruſhd, as with a falling Rock, 
And ſome oerturn'd,: fink with the dreadful Shock : 
The reſt ply all cheir Oars, and frighted Row, 
Thro Fields of Ice, to ſhun th' unequal Foe. 


Canvallo then brought up a ſtronger Force, 
Whom Galbut joyn'd, to ſtop th' 4/bamian's Courſe - 
The fainting Br:tons theſe freſh Troops protect, 
And with their Arms great Tollos Triumphs checkc, 
And now their thick Brigades were cloſe engag'd, 
And thro the bloody Field Deſtruction rag : 
Now Man to Man ſtood cloſe, and Spear to Spear, 
Helms mixt with Helms, and Shields with Shields appear. 
Arrows aloft in feather d Tempeſts fly, 

Darts hiſs at Darts, encountring in the Sky. 

A dreadful Noiſe diſtraCting all the Air, 

Came from the hoarce Cerberean Throat of War. 
While Arms on Arms, Bucklers on Bucklers ring, 
Swords claſh with Swords, and flying Javelins ſipg. 
Some threaten loud, while ſome for Quarter cry, 
And ſome inſult, while ſome in Torment dy: 

As when a Torrent down ſome Mountain's ſide, 
To the low V alleys rolls its rapid Tide, 

Where mighty Stones and rocky Fragments, high 
Within the rude, unfaſhion d Channels ly ; 

O'er abrupt Tracks its Courſe the Deluge bends, 
And roaring down with mighty Falls, deſcends. 
Prodigious Noiſe th Aerial Region fills, 

The Shepherds hear, and tremble on their Hills. 
Or as; 

When high Yeſuvius ſtow'd with wealthy Stores, 
Preluding to ſome dire Irruption, roars ; 

While horrible Convulſfions ſhake its Womb, 
And labring Sides, which hidden War entomb : 


Th 
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Th impriſon d Thunder bellows under Ground, 
And the loud Noiſe fill all the Heav'ns around. 
Auguſt Parthenope's gilt Turrets ſhake, 

And fair Campanta's wealthy Farmers quake. 

Such was the loud diſtrafting Noiſe of War, 
Such horrid Clamours tore th afflicted Air, 

While the fierce Foes againſt each other rag'd, 

And for Britanmas Empire were engagd : 

The neighing Steeds, and wounded Warriors Cries, 
And riſing Clouds of Duſt confound the Skies. 


Mordred mean time the mighty P:#an King, 
Does to the Charge, his threatning Squadrons bring : 
Sticking his Golden Rowels 1n the Sides 
Of his huge Steed, amidſt the Ranks he Rides. 
The Britiſh Horſe unſhaken as a Rock, 

Bravely ſuſtain'd th' Invader's thundring Shock : 
King Meridoc, who did the Horſe Command, 
Confirm'd his Men, to make ſo brave a ſtand. 
Yet many Valiant Britons Mordred flew, 

Firſt with his Spear he piercd brave Jaſper thro' * 
The Valiant G:ffth by unhappy Chance, 

Came in his Way, and felc his fatal Launce ; 
Beneath his Ear, the Weapon piercd his Head, 
He fell, and in a Moment ſtretcht out Dead. 
His furious Arm noble Lodanar felt, 

On whoſe high Creſt ſo fierce a ſtroke he deale, 
The Briton ſtunn'd with the prodigious Blow, 
Drops the loos'd Reins, and fers his Weapons go : 
The frighted Courlſer thro the Battel Flies, 
Lodanor in the Duſt diſmounted lies ; 

The Horſes Hoofs in pieces cruſh his Head, 
And deep into the Mire his Bowels tread. 


» Then, 
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Then with great Fury he at Adel flew, 

And grip'd him with his furious Hand, and drew 
The Briton from his Seat, his fiery Steed 

Scours o'er the Field, from his loſt Rider freed. 
Wrigling and ſpurning in his Arms the Prey 
Mid(t loud Applauſes Mordred bears away : 

So when an Fagle from ſome Mountains Top, 
To truſs a timerous Leveret makes a ſtoop, 

And in his crooked Pounces takes him up. 


_ Struggling he mounts, and ſqueaks amidſt the Skies, 


And faſter than he ran before, he flies. 


To fight the P:# ſtraight Guinan did advance, - 


But in his Shield broke his projeCted ] aunce. 
Then at the Briton Mordred's Javelin flew, 

Ic miſt the Rider, but the Courler ſlew. 
Extended on the Ground the groaning Beaſt, 
Th' unhappy Rider with his Weight oppreſt - 
Mordred diſmounts, and with his glittring Dart 
Loudly inſulcing, ſtabs him to the Hearr. 
Guinan 4 Friend to Meridoc was dear ; 

Who at his Death enragd, caught up his Spear, 
And ſhaking it from far, with mighty Rage, 
Spurs thro their Ranks King Mordred to engage. 
The P:#an Monarch who elated ſtood, 

Like ſome tall Oak, chat overlooks hs Wood, 
Or ſome high Tower, which with its lofty Head 
Surveys the Towns beneath, around it ſpread ; 
Lifts his Gigantick Spear, and cryd aloud, 

To Meridec advancing thro the Crowd, 

Briton come on, and but a Moment ſtand, 

A glorious Fate expect from Mordred's Hand : 
Let not thy Fears perſwade thee hence to flie, 
Heav ns give thee Courage to come up, and die. 
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King Meridoc his Spear in Anſwer ſent, 

Which in the Shields third Ply, its Fury ſpent. _ 
Then Mordred threw, aloft the Weapon hiſt, 

Ludar it ſlew, but Meridoc it miſt. 

Brave Ludar was a Lord of Neuſtrian Blood, 

Who long in vain the fair Marinda wood ; 

To bleſs him with her Smiles, and heal his Wound, 
- Bur from the ſcornful Maid no Pity found. 

Loſt in Deſpair, he left his Native Soil, 

His Torments to beguile with Martial Toll: 

Now wounded by an erring Spear, he lies, 
Cryd out Marida, cruel Fate ! and dies. 


Then did the Briton's ſecond Weapon fly, 
Which thro' his Armour, pierc'd King Mordred's T high: 
Which from the Fleſh he ſtrove to draw in vain, 

Then flew about wreckt with tormenting Pain. 
W1ldly he ſtard, and turn'd his Courſer's Head, 
Aloud he roard, and from the Combat fled. 

So when a Sword-Fiſh, urg'd with generous Rage, 
Does a vaſt Whale, in Northern Seas engage : 

The Finny Warriors, with a furious Court: 

To Battel ruſh, and meet with wondrous Force : 
A Noble Fight enſues, and dreadful Strokes 

AMiCt the Main, and ſhake the Neighbring Rocks, 
As they advance, they drive high Seas before, 

The Monſters bellow, and the Billows roar. 

The boiling Sea, with greater Fury raves, 

Then when incumbent Storms preſs on its Waves. 
The Surges raging with inceſtine War, 

With high curl d Heads, look terrible from far : 
The Foam of breaking V Vaves, in pointed Sleet 
Like driven Snow, docs on the Ocean bear. 
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At every Shock the daſhing Waters fly, 
And Clouds of Liquid Duſt obſcure the Sky. 

At laſt che Whale his ſhining Belly goard, 

By his fierce Enemy invading Sword ; 

Wild with his Rage and Pain, whole Seas does ſpout, 
And like a floating Ifland, rolls abour. | 
The wounded Monſter does the Seas out-roar, ; 


And tumbles thro the Billows to the Shore, 
Leaving behind broad Tracks of Purple Gore. 


Thus ſtrove the P:#an and the Britſh Horſe, 
While pious Arthur with reſiſtleſs Force, 
In radiant Arms, bright as th! Autumnal Star, 
Flies thro the Foe, himſelf a fearful War: 
With his victorious Sword, which wav'd on high, 
Made flaming Bows, and Arches in the Sky. 
The Body of their Battel he invades, 
And thro' a Sea of Blood viCtorious wades. 
Where'er the Conqu'or did his progreſs bend, 
Ruin and wide Deſtruction did attend. 
Prodigious Numbers by his Weapons fall 
And on their Gods in vain the Saxons call: 
He made his way, like an impetuous Flood, 
Or furious Burning, raging thro the Wood. 
Where'er he paſsd, the Dead lay thick behind, 
As ſapleſs Leaves, ſpread by a boiſtrous V Vind. 


Uſſma firſt, a Valiant Lord, did feel, 
In his Left Side, the Britor's piercing ſteel. 
Next Godred fell from Valiant Ingulf ſprung, 
And as he fell, his Arms upon him rung. 
Next fell the famous Ethelbert, betwixt 
The Head and Shoulders with a Dart: transfuxt. 
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Nothing his Courage, or illuſtrious Blood, 

That to his Veins from mighty Odin s flowd ; 
Nothing his well-prov'd Armour, when aſlaild 
By 4rtbur's Hand, the noble Youth availd : 
Struggling he lay, and wallow'd on the Ground 
In the warm Streams that ruſh'dout from his Wound : 
A gloomy Night oerwhelms his dying Eyes, 

And his diſdainful Soul, from his pale Boſom flies 
Then Imerick he flew a valiant Chief, 

And Lodocan that ruſhd to his Relief : 

One with his Fauchion, th' other with his Spear, 
That cleft the Head, this pierc'd from Ear to Ear. 
Next from his Arm a finging Javelin ſent, 
 Thro thelefr Groin of mighty Crida went : 

The wounded Chief retires in tortring Pain, 

And Tracks of Blood his halting Leg diſtain. 
Then S:gebert a noble Youth he flew, 

The fatal Weapon pierc'd his Temples thro. 

His furious Dart did next at Ebald fly, 

Which thro his Shield pierc'd deep into his Thigh : 
Inflamd with Rage, and roaring out with Pain, 
He ſtrove to pull the Weapon out in vain. 

His Javelin next transfixe Congellay 5 Reins, 

And out his Life guſh'd from his open'd Veins. 
Then Edhbert fel] . 

Thro the bright Helmet which his Head encas'd, 
Thro” Bones, and Brains, che furious Javelin paſs'd ; 
And his left Eye from out its Circle ſtruck, 

On the ſharp Point, a ghaftly Proſpect ſtuck. 
Then Ethelrick a tout W eſt Saxon Lord, 

And Ida fell, by his vitorious Sword. 

The firſt, his Head down to his Shoulders Cleft, 
Fell to the Ground, of Breath and Senſe berefe. 


The 
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The heavy Blade fling with oblique Sway, 
Half thro' the other's Neck, did make its way. 

The Head half ſeverd on his Shoulders hung, 

| And from the Wound a bloody Torrent ſprung. 
Rolling in Gore upon the Field he lay, 

Wildly he ſtard, and groand his life away. 

As when a mighty Tempeſt from the Eaſt, 

The Sea aflail'd, and on the Billows preſt 

By Heavn's Command, that Jacobs Fay'rite Race, 
Might Pharaoh's Arms eſcape, and ſafely pals. 

Th' aſtoniſh'd Ocean did its Force obey, 

Open'd his watry Files, and cleard the pathleſs way.” 
The Waves retreated, and erected ſtood, 

As fear and wonder had benum( the Flood. 

Then Front to Front they kept their Line unmov'd, 
And thoſe that crowd behind, they backwards ſhoy'd. 
Likea long Ridge of Cryſtal Hills they roſe, 

And the low Wonders of the deep diſcloſe. 

So valiant Arthur preſt upon the Foe, 

Ando their Troops retir'd, and let the Conqueror thro- 


' Now he advanc'd to To/los foremoſt Band, 
Where mighty Fingal and Dolavian ſtand ; 
Both which he {lew, next valiant Duncan falls, 
While he in vain for Help on Tolls calls. 

And now on every {ide the Saxon Hoſt 

Began to fly, and yield the Battel loſt. 

Only King Toll with enormous Rage 

Breaks thro the Troops,Prince Arthur to engage. 


Mean time the Prince of Hell ſtood full of Care, 
And fear d th' Event of this unequal War. 
To fave the Saxon Squadrons which remain, 
Whereof ſuch Numbers lay already ſlain, 
Oo 2 And 
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And to prevent Tolls s penile Face, 

Whoſe Arms the Britiſh Hero's could not mate. 
The conquering Brztons fierce purſuit to ſtay, 
And once more Arthur's Triumphs co Delay, 

By Heavn's Permiſſion, cauſes to ariſe 

A dreadful Tempeſt in the troubled Skies. 

The bluſtring Powers, and Demons of the Air, 
Straight at his Summons to their Prince repair. 


To whom thus Lucifer : 

Aerial Powers, who my Commands obey, 

And in theſe Regions own my ſoveraign Sway ; 

Know, I intend to end this bloody Strife, 

To part the Hoſts, and guard King Tollo's Life. 

Go haſten then, each to his known Employ, 

And let your loudeſt Storms the Heav'ns annoy. 

Swift, as your own projected Lightnings fly, 

And in a Moment trouble all the Sky. 

The dusky Fiends obedient fly away, 

Some fetch up miſty Stores to choak the Day. 

Some Pitchy Clouds of Styg:an Fleeces made, 

And intheir Bowels Trains of Brimſtone laid. 

Some ramin Seeds of unripe Thunder, ſome 

With mighty Hailſtones charge their hollow Womb. 
Some fetch ſtrong Winds, which on their Wings may bear 
The heavy Tempeſt labrring thro' the Air. 

Ofrſpreading miſts th extinguiſh'd ſunbeams drown, 

Dark Clouds oer all the Black Horrizon frown, 

And hang their deep Hydropick Bellies down. | 
Hoarſe Thunder rolls, and Murm'ring try's its Voice, 
Preluding to the Tempeſt's dreadful Noile. 

Infernal Torches now the Fiends apply, 
And light the fiery Seeds that hidden lie. 
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The Heav ns wide Frame outrageous Thunder ſhocks, 
Loud, as the mighty Crack of falling Rocks. 

The Cloudy Machines burſt amid(t the Skies, 

And from their yawning Wounds exploded Lightning flies. 
Confuſion fills the Air, Fire, Rain, and Hail 
Now mingle Tempeſts, now by Turns prevail. 

No more the Br:tons, and the Saxons ſtrove, 

For that below, yields to the War above. 

The conquering Britons, to the Camp return, 

Their Loſs in theirs, the vanquiſh'd Saxons mourn. 
So when a ſummer Cloud the Sky ocrſpreads, 

The Bees that wander o'er the lowry Meads, 

Or to the Tops of lofty Mountains climb, 

To fetch the yellow ſpoils of od rous Thyme, 

Forſake their Toil, and lab'ring thro' the Air, 

To their known Hives, with haſty Flight repair. 

All to their Cells returning from abroad, 

Depoſe their luſcious Dew,and ſtrutting Thighs unload: 
Perplext, and ſad, the Saxon Troops appear, 

And horribly chey curſt Prince Arthur s ſpear. 

They faw no Saxon could his Arm withſtand, 

And doubt Deliverance from King Tollo's Hand. 


To all the great Commanders O#a ſent, 

To bring them quickly co his royal Tent. 

And firſt the Summons they to Tollo bear, 

Who to equip himſelf did ftraight prepare. 

A Wolf grind horribly upon his Head, 

Ando'erhis brawny Back a Leopard's Hide was ſpread. 
He girds his mighty Fauchion co his fide, 

. Which hung acroſs his Thigh, with fearful Pride. 
Frowning, and on the great Afﬀair Intent, 

He ſtraight to O#a's high Pavilion went. 


When half of this uncafie Night was ſpent, 
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Next Mordred halting with his Wound, and lame, 

And by his maſly ſpear ſupported, came. 

A Beaver's Skin upon his Head he wore, 

And a fierce Tyger's his. wide ſhoulders bore. 


A ſilver Belt, illuſtrious to behold, 
Held his broad ſword, adorn with ſtuds of Gold. 


Then Ella roſe newly laid down to Reſt, 
And button'd on his rich embroiderd Vet; 
Or which a pompous ſcarlet Cloak he threw, 
Faſten'd with Golden Claſps,and lin'd with coſtly Blue: 
Then putting on his mighty ſword, in Haſt 
Tho lame, heto the Counſel ſternly paſt. 
Then valiant 4mades, and Chulme went, 
With wiſe Paſcentius, to their Monarch's Tent ; 
Follow'd by Ofred, Sebert, and the reſt 
Of their chief Lords, who great Concern expreſt : 
And now th auguſt Aſſembly fill'd apace, 
Where all the Leaders took their proper Place. 


Then their Attention O&a did demand, 
And leaning on his Scepter with his Hand, 
He thus began, Princes, you ſee the Field, 
To the victorious Britons ſtill we yield. 
By Sea, and Land weve felt their fatal Arms, 
And all our Realm trembles at their Alarms. 
Our Heaps of Dead the Field with Horrour crown, 
And Seas of Saxon Blood the Valley drown. 
All 41bzon's Ifle reſounds with dying Groans, 
White with her Rocks, but whiter with our Bones. 
Prince Arthur's Sword the Field with;R uin ſpreads, 
Like Storms, which from che Trees diſhonour'd Heads 
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Book X. Prince Arthur. 257 
Their ſhady Leaves, and ſpreading Branches tear, 

Cover the Ground, and leave the Forreſt bare. 

On us th' offended Gods ſeverely: frown, 

Bur on the Brzt:ſþ Arms look ſmiling down. 


While we oppoſe the rapid Tide of Fate, 


We think to ſtop, what we precipitate, 

And learn our Errour, at too dear a Rate. 

He faid, the Saxon Chiefs, who found their Hoſt 
Feeble, and ſunk by frequent Battels loſt : 

Thinking cheir Arms unable to oppoſe, 

The rapid Courſe of their victorious Foes : 

Upon Paſcent:us ſtraightway caſt their Eyes, 

As one above the reſt accounted Wile, 
And who the King to Peace did ſtill adviſe. 


Paſcentius then began : | nt 
O&a, the Counſel which at firſt T gave, it 
From Arthur s Arms our threaten'd State to fave ; j 2 
What ſince has happen'd, ſhows was juſt and right: 1 
For who can meet the Brittſh Prince in Fight? S | 
Our ſinking State, and hard Afﬀairs demand 
A Remedy of Force, and near at hand. 

He that in ſuch a Storm, would fafely ſteer, 13 
Muſt have a Head that's ſteady,” cool, and clear. ki S 
The lab'ring Ship on all f1des feels dire Shocks, 23 
Charybdis ſhunn'd, ſhe's daſhd on Scylla's Rocks. 3 
'Tis hard to give a Monarch Counſel, where 

On eicher Hand ſuch frightful Shelves appear. 
Stateſmen, in ſuch a Caſe as this, debate 

How beſt to fave themſelves, and not the State. - = 
Bur if my Judgment {till I muſt declare, _ 
I would at any Price compoſe the War. nr] 
And till a more effeEtual can be found, 
This as a ſafe Expedient I propound. 
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Sore wich their Wounds, and ſunk with ul! ſucceſs, 
The Saxons {trong Defires for Peace expreſs. 
This co obtain, we muſt to Arthur (ue, 
And the firſt Treaty, which we broke, renew. 
The Princeſs Ethe{:na's Heav nly Charms, 
Are only ſtronger, than the Britons Arms. 
She muſt be offerd as the Prince's Bride ; 
This once prevail'd, and muſt again be try'd. 
Bur then you break the Promiſe, that you made 
To Tell, wholl complain he is betray'd. 
Since hence to Peace, our chief ObſttuEtions ſpring, 
 T move that Arthur, and th' Albaman King, 
May by cheir ſingle Arms the ſtrife decide, 
And let the Princeſs be the Conqueror's Bride. 
It o'er the Britons we th Advantage gain, 
And Arthur by th' 4{banian King 1s ſlain ; 
The Britons ſhall repaſs Sabrina's Tide, 
| NAnd in their Rocks, and Hilly Lands abide : 
Bur all che Cities, Caſtles, and the Land, 
Thar lie on this fide, O#a ſhall Command. 
Bur if King Tollo {lain by Arthur's Sword, 
New Triumphs to the Briton ſhall aftord ; 
Well meet no more their Armies in the Field, 
Bur all our Towns, and conquer'd Places yield. 
Thoſe who ſhall ask ic, ſhall be wafted or, 
To our old ſeats along the German Shore : 
The Cantian Kingdom ſtill we will retain, 
And 1n its Limits circumſcribd remain. 
This, as the beſt Expedient, I propoſe, 
He ſaid, the Saxors murmur'd their Applauſe. 


Then Tollo anſwer'd with a haughty Air, 
Pleasd with my Fate, I undertake the War. 
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My Sword and Arthur's, ſhall the Sttife decide; 
And let the Princeſs be the Victor's Bride. 

This conquering Arm the Saxon Realin ſhall guard, 
Repel] the Foc, and win the bright Reward: 

For if the Foe does not my Sword decline, 

The War is ended, with his Fall or mine. 


Th' Aſſembly roſe, and back the Captains went, 
Praifing King To{lo much, but feard th' Event. 
Ac the firſt opening of the tender Day, 
Six Orators, King Of&a ſent away 
To 4rthur's Camp, who introduc declare, 
The Meaſures taken to compoſe the War : - 
The Challenge 4rthur heard with great Delight; 
And readily accepts the ſingle Fight. 


Straight to the ſacred Temples all repair, 
Heavn to folicite with united Prayer, 
That 4rthur in the Combate might ſucceed, 
| And vanquiſh'd Tollo, by his Weapon bleed. 
Witch warmer Zeal, and with more earneſt Cries, 
The Britons never 1importund the Skies : 
A deep Concern at Heart they all expreſt, 
And mighty Paſſhons ſtruggled in their Breaſt ; 
For if the Prince fell in the Combar, all 
Well knew their unſupported State muſt fall. 


Soon as the Sun had ſtreak'd the Skies with Light, 
Prince Arthur roſe, and Arm'd himſelf for Fight. 
Pieces with ſilver Studs his Legs encas'd, 

And Plates of Gold his warlike Thighs embrac'd: 
And on his Head he lac'd his burniſhd Helm, 
Whence flaſhing Brightneſs did the Sight o'erwhelm. 
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Like ſome Celeſtial Orb his blazing Shield, 
Darted amazing Luſtre thro' the Field : 

And then he girded to his Martial Side, 

His fairhful Sword, fo ofc in Battel try d. 

Thus arm'd the Hero mounts his thundring Steed, 
Nor Thrace, nor Greece can boaſt a nobler Breed. 
With his ſtrong Arm he gripd his trembling Spear, 
His very Friends, tho pleas'd, yet ſeemd to fear: 
And as he ſpurrd his Courſer, and advancd, 
Unſufterable Splendour from his Armour glancd. 
As glorious Michael, when the Foe alarms 

The bliſsful Realms, clad in Celeſtial Arms 
Bright as the Sun, leads forth th Angelick Hoſt, 
To chaſe th Invaders from the Heav'nly Coatt : 

In ſuch illuſtrious Arms the Prince was ſeen, 

His warlike Grace was {uch,and ſuch hisGod-like Mien. 


Mean time King O&a from his Camp proceeds, 
High in his Chariot, drawn by milk white Steeds ; 
And by his Side, Tel appeard in ſight, 
Compleatly Arm'd, and coveting the Fight. 

His Coat of Mail was or his Shoulders flung, 

And by his ſide his dreadful Fauchion hung. 

Like a high Beacon lighted in the Air, 

His Buckler flamd, denouncing horrid War : 

In his right Hand he ſhakes his pondrous [ aunce, 
And on his Steed did to the Liſts advance. 

The Marſhals of che Field, had markt out Ground 
Fit for the Fight, and fixt high Pales around, 
Which with arm'd Troops, on either {1de were lind, 
Their Spears ſtuck in the Ground, their Shields reclind. 
On either Side the Armies ſtood in ſight, 
Drawn up, as they too were delign'd for Fight, 
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Attended with his Heralds on the Place, 
Prince Arthur firſt appear d with Martial Grace. 
When O&a and his Prieſts advancing near, 
Raifing his Voice that thoſe around might hear. 
His Hand devoutly on his Breaſt, his Eyes 
Fixt in a folemn manner on the Skies ; 

To ratifie the Treaty, thus he ſwore, 

Th Eternal Mind whom Chriſtians do adore; 
The God of Truth I here to witneſs call, 
Thar if chis Day by Tollo's Arms I fall ; 

We will no more Hoſtilities repear, 

But oer Sabrinas Waters will retrear : 

We will no more the Saxon State moleſt, 

But in our Hills and ſnowy Mountains reſt : 
Bur if we find this an auſpicious Day, 

And by Heaven s Aid, my Arms ſhall Tolle ſlay ; 
Then iftche vanquiſh'd Saxons, ſhall reſtore 
The Towns and Lands, which we poſleſt before, 
They in the Cantan Kingdom ſhall reſide, 

And unmoleſted in thoſe Bounds abide. 


Then did King O#a by an Altar ſtand, 
Raisd with Green Turf, and on ir laid his Hand ; 
And thus his Idols he invok d. 

Irmanſul God of Arms, and mighty 7ove, 

Tuiſco, Odin, all ye Powers above, 

And you green Gods, and blew-ey'd Goddefles, 
Who rule the ſpacious Empire of the Seas : 
And you tremendous Powers, who all reſorc, 

At Pluto's Summons, to th' Infernal Court : 

Ye rural Gods, who rule the Hills and Woods, 


Ye watry Powers, who dive beneath the Floods * 
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By gloomy Styx I ſwear, bear witnels all, 
Thar if King Tollo does in Combate fall, 

The Treaty now agreed to, ſhall be kepr, 

The Cantian Kingdom only we except, 

All other Lands, our once victorious Sword, 
Won from the Britiſh Kings, ſhall be reſtord : 
He who ſhall Conquerour 1n che Field remain, 
Shall for his Bride fair Ethe/na gain. 


He aid, and to confirm the Oath he ſwore, 
He drew his Sword, chat by his Side he wore, 
And with its Point did his full Veins divide, 
And let out from his Arm, the Crimſon Tide : 
A golden Bowl receiv d the vital Flood, 
Which O#a took, and drank the flowing Blood. 


Arthur and Tollo now themſelves prepare, 
By a brave Combate to decide the War. 
The Martials, Heralds, and the Fecial Prieſts 
The Ceremonies finiſh'd, clear the Liſts. 
Then che loud Trumpets Clangour did invite, 
The mighty Warriours to begin the Fight. 
Both in their Hands graſping their pointed Launce, 
Spur their hot Steeds, and to che War advance. 
And now the Combarants approach'd ſo near, 
Their Voices raisd, they might each other hear. 


Then Tollo cry'd aloud : 
Till now diſtreſs d without a Friend or Home, 
In forraign Lands, you did an Exile roam, 
Here ſtop your Courſe, your Soul mean time ſhall 20, 
A wandring Exile to the Shades below. 
Il] take off withthis Sword your gaſping Head, 
And in your Spoils, fair Ethelina wed. 
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Were you brave Hettor, or hisbraver Foe, 

Or Godlike Hercules, Id (tand your Blow : 

Did you advance, with Thunder in your Hand, 
Againſt your Bolts I would undaunted ſtand: 
But ſuch a mighty Foe I need not fear, 

You bear not ſuch a Shield, nor ſuch a Spear. 
Oh ! chat bright Etheliua now ſtood by, 

To ſee her Lover, and my Rival dy. 

Thus boaſtful Tollo did his Choler vent, 

And thus in Air his empty Threats were ſpent. 
The pious Prince enragd, without Reply, 
Shakes his long Spear, and haſtes co Victory : 
As when a roaming Lyon from a far, 

Sees a ſtrong Bull ſtand threatning furious War, 
Who flouriſhes his Horns, looks ſowrly round, 
And hoarcely bellowing, traverſes the Ground, 
For want of Foes, he does the Wood provoke, 
Runs his curl'd Head againſt the nexr tall Oak, 
Wiſhing a nobler Object of his Stroke. 

The Lyon fird, regards him with Diſdain, 
And to inſult him ſcowrs along che Plain: 

So Arthur boyling with Heroic Rage, 


Springs with a full Carier, King Tolls to engage. 


Collected in himſelf th' 2lbanian ſtood, 
Like ſome call, ſhady Pine, it ſelf a Wood, 
Or a vaſt Cyclops wading thro' the Flood. 


Then Tolls firſt, Arthur advancing near, 
With all his Force caſts his long Aſhen Spear ; 
Which Arthur on his temper d Buckler took, 
While with the vaſt concern the Brztons ſhook : 
Thro the firſt Plate of Braſs the Weapon went, 
Bur in thenext its dying Force was ſpent. 
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Then from his valiant Arm che Briton threw, . 
His Javelin, finging thro' che Air it flew; 

The yielding Buckler did its Force obey, 

And thro the Plates, and Hide it made its Way ; 
Thro che thin Joynts of Steel che Spear did fly, |) 
And wounded, as 1t paſt, his mighty Thigh: / 
The Blood ſprung thro' his Armour, from the Wound, 
And trickling down the Plate, diſtain'd the Ground. 


Then did King Tollos ſecond Weapon fly, 
Which broke within the Buckler's ſecond Ply. 
The Britiſh Prince another Weapon threw, 
Which, Tollo ſtooping, o'er his Shoulders flew ; 
And falling went ſo deep into the Ground, 

No Arm, of Farce to draw it out, was found. 
eſe Weapons ſpent, to end the noble Fight, 
The furious Warriors from their Steeds alight * 
And as they nimbly leapt upon the Ground, 
The moſt undaunted Chiefs that ſtood around, 
So fearful wes the Chinck their Armour made, 
carted, as Men ſurpriz'd, and look'd afraid. 
Then furious Strokes on either Side they: deal, 
The ecchoing Air rings with the dreadful Peal : 
Pale with the vaſt Concern both Armies look, 
And for their Champion's Life with Terror ſhook. 
So when two vig rous Stags, cach of his Herd 
The haughty Lord, thro' all che Forreſt fear'd, 
Reſolv'd co try which muſt in Combate yield, 
In all their Might advance acroſs the Field ; 
They Nod their lofty Heads, and from afar 
Flouriſh their Horns, preluding to the War. 
The Combatants cheir chreatning Heads incline, 
And with their claſhing Horns in Batre] joyn : 
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They ruſh to combate with amazing Strokes, 
And their high Antlets meet with dreadful Shocks ; 
The mighty Sound runs ratling or the Hills, 

And Eccho with the Fight the Valley falls: 

Retiring oft, the Warriours ceaſe to puſh, 

But then with fiercer Rage to Battel ruſh. 

The crembling Herds at Diſtance gaze, and ſtay 
To know the Conquerour, whom they muſt obey: 
No leſs concern'd Saxons, and Britons ſtand 

To ſee the Victor, who muſt both command. 


Now Tello backwards ſhrinks, and panting ſtood 
Faint with his Labour, ard his Loſs of Blood. 
The Britiſh Prince enragd to ſee the Fight 
So far prolong'd, collecting all his Might, 

Wich double Fury on th' Albanian preſt, 

And his bright Sword high raisd, upon his Creſt 
Deſcended with fo horrible a Sway, 

It ſtun'd the Foe, and took his Senſe away ; 

He dropt his Arms, and giddy reel'd abour, 

The joyful Britons raiſe a mighty Shout. 

Arthur on fire, lets not th Advantage go, 

Bur ſtepping forward with a back hand Blow, 
Drawn with prodigious Strength, from ſide to fide, 
Did his wide Throat,and ſpouting Veins divide: 
Acrimfon River guſhing from the Wound, 

Ran down his burniſhd Armour to the Ground. 
Reeling and tott ring for a While he ſtood, 

And from his Stomack vomits clotted Blood ; 
Then down he fell, the Field beneath, and all 
The Saxon Army tremble at his Fall : 

Groveling in Death, and ſmear d with Gore he lay, 
And his dim Eyes ſcarcely admut the Day : 
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Rolling in Duſt his wounded Body bled, 
Away his Soul with Indignation fled : 
Conyulsd and quivering, for a while he ferchr 
A dreadful Groan, and breathleſs out he ſtrerche 
As when a Whirlwind, with outrageous Force 
Ocrturns a lofty Oak, that ſtops its Courſe, 

Its Roots torn up, the Tree s caughr from che Ground, 
And with the furious Eddy carried round : 
Then falling from the Sky, his ſtately Head, 
And ſhady Limbs, the groaning Hill oerſpread: 
Soby Prince Arthur's Arms, King Tolls (lain, 
Fell down, and lay extended on the Plain. 
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The Names of Countries, Cities, and Rivers, &c. 
mentioned in this B O O K. 


A. 
Bum, the River Humber, 
A Agencourt, or Azencourt, in the 
County of St. Paul, in France. 
Alanus, River Alne in Northumberland. 
Alda, 4 ſuppos'd Port in Hampſhire. 
Allobroges, Inhabitants of Savoy and 
Piedmont. 
Alpes-Britiſh, Aountains in Caernarvon- 
ſhire. 
Apulia, 4 part of Italy, famous for Wool. 
Aricon:um, Kencheſter ; Hereford # ſup- 
pos*d to have its original from Ariconium. 
Armorica, Little Bretaigne, i France. 
Atrebatians, Inhabitants of Barkſhire. 
Attacotians z Ortelius makes them to in- 
habit between the Horeſtii and Otadenii, 
in Scotland : But Camden places them 
more Northward, beyond the Venicontes. 
Aufona, River Nine #2 Northampton- 
ſhire. 
Avguita, the City of London. 
Auſonia, Italy. 
Xlian's-bridge, an old Town, ſo call'd by 
Hadrians Wall. 
Ftna, a famous burning Mountain in the 
Iſland of Sicily. 
B 


Annavena, Wedon iz Northampton- 
ſhire. 

Zanatia , Camden ſuppoſes it to ftand 
where Bean-Caltle does, i Murray, i 
Scotland. 

Bardunus, 4 Rjver near Norwich, in Nor- 
folk. | 

Barry-Ifle, aboxt three Miles from the Ri- 
ver Taf, i Glamorgan-ſhire. 

Battavia, Holland. - 

Klackmoor-land, that which was calld 
Whitehart-forreſt, i» Dorſet-ſhire. 
Boderia, or Potcria , Edenbury-frith, 

i Scotland. | 


— 


Bolerium, the utmo5t Promontory of Corn- 
wal, or the Lands-end. 

Boſworth, 4 Town in Leiceſter-ſkire, 

Bovium, Boverton 3» Brecknock-ſhire. 

Brannodunum, Brancaſter 52 Norfolk. 

Brechinia , Brecknock - ſhire ; likewiſe 
Brecknock-town. 

Brigantes, the [nhabitants of York-ſhire, 
Biſhoprick of Durham , Lancaſhire , 
Weſtmorland, and Cumberland. 

Brig, ſuppos*d to be Broughton, an old 
Town im Hampſhire. 

Bulleum,, ſome ſuppoſe it ro be Bualht- 
caſtle iz Brecknock-Hire. The Adai- 
tions to Camden, apprebends it to be 
Caerphilli-caſtle,jz Glamorgan-ſhire ; 
both under the Silares. 


C. 
Alabria, the furtheſt part of Italy. 
Caledonlian-forreſt, the great Forreſt 
im Scotland , divided by Mont Gram- 
pins, or Grantzbain. 


Caledonians, thoſe that inhabited on both 


ſides of Monnt Grampius, # Scotland, 
Camboritum, the City of Cambridge 3 
near to which are Gogmagog-hills. 
Camelodunum, Malden  Efſex. 
Campania, 4 part of Italy, in the Xing- 
aomof Naples. 
Canonium, Chelmsford iz Eſſex. 
Cantians, {rhabitants of Kent. 
Carenians, Camden places them in Cath- 
neſs,in Scotland, Ortelins, more North- 
ward than the Carnonacz, on the Weſt - 
ſide of Scotland. 
Carnonations,they in habited beyond the Ri- 
ver Longas,on the Weſt-ſide of Scotland, 
Garphillis, a famous Caſtle, ſuppos'd to be 
bu:le by the Romans, in Glamorgan- 
ſhire. 
Cartinia, 4 ſuppos'd Port in Normandy. 
Caſtralata, City of Edenburg,z Scotlarid. 
* Cel- 
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Ceinius, ſuppos'd to be the River Keillan ; 
it rijes below Mount Grampius , and 
falls ito the German Ocean. 

Chaluz, 4 Caſtle in France, belonging to 
the Viſcount Limoges. 

Charybdis, 4 dangeroms place in the S1ct- 
lian Sea. 

Cilurnum, # is ſuppos'd to ſtand where 
Collerford does , 'or elſe not far from 
i, at Silcheſter in the Wall. 

Clamorgania, Glamorgan-ſhire. 

Cluſentum, where o!4 Hanton ſtood, by 
Southampton. 

Combretonium, Bretenham jr Suffolk. 

Conda, for Condate, a Town of Bre- 
taigne in France. 

Conovins, River Conwy ; it drvides Caer- 
narvon-ſhire rom Denbigh-ſhire. 

Coritanians, arby-ſhire was a part of | 

the Coritani. 

-—— Northampton-ſhire , was 

part of the Coritani. 

Cornavians , the Inhabitants of Shrop- 
ſhire, Cheſhire, &c. 

Creonians, or Cerones, the Inhabitants of 
Aſſenſhire #2 Scotland , according to 
Camden. 


Croiſly, or Crelly, i» Ponthieu, iz Lower- 

Picardy, #2 Franee. 
. | D. 

Anmonians, Inhabitants of Cornwal 
and Devonſhire. 

Danus, River Dan, in Cheſhire. 

Darventia, Rzver Darwent , Dardy- 
ſhire. 

— or, as Camden calls his, 
Cantz; be place; them in Rols 7 in Scot- 
land, 

Dimetians , thoſe that inhabited Weſt- 
Wales, viz. Caermardhin-ſhire, Pem- 

+ broke-ſhire, and Cardigan-ſhire. 

Deucaledonian-Ocean, that on the Weſt- 
fide of Scotland. 

Deva, Rjver Dee in Cheſhire. 

Devana, the City of Cheſter. 

Devia, River Dee in Scotland ; it falls 
into the Iriſh Sea. 

Pobunians , {nhabitants of Gloceſter- 
ſhire and Oxford-ſhire, 

Dornavaria, Dorcheſter. 


Dorus, River Dore in Hereford-ſhire : . 


it runs through the golden Vale. 
Dovo, River Dove in Darby-ſhire. 
Druids, the Pagan Prieſts among the Bri- 
tons and Gauls. 
Durobrevians, Inhabitants of Rocheſter. 
Durobrevis, an old Town, call d Dor- 
- mancheſter , oz the River Nyne, in 
 Northampton-ſhire. 


Durotriges, Inhabitants of Dorſet-ſhire, 
Durovernum, the City of Canterbury. 
E 


Borac Race, York-ſhire Brecd. 
Elgovians, or Selgovians, Inhabitants 

of Liddeſdale, Eufſdale, Eskdale and . 
Annandale zz Scotland. ; 
Epidium, Cantyre in Scotland : The 7. 
ſland that us near Cantyre, # likewiſe 
call'd Epidium. 
Epirus, 4 Country of Greece. 


Auſtinus, Villa Faſtina, now St. Ed- 
mundsbury jr Suffolk. | 

Fial, % of the chief Mountains in Swede- 

land. 

Froma, Kjver Frome in Dorſet-ſhire. 

G. 

Adenians, Inhabitants of Teifdale, 
Twedale, Merch, and Lothian, in 
Scotland. 

Gallena, Wallingford i» Barkſhire, 0: 

the borders of Oxford-ſhire. 

Garienus, River Yare, on which Yar- 

mouth ſtands, in Norfolk. 

Gariononum, ſppos'd to be Burgh-caftle 

in Suffolk. 

Gau], France. 

Gevini, a River in Wales, that runs into 

the River Usk. 

Glevum, the City of Gloceſter. 

Glotta, River Cluyd in Scotland : Alſo 
an Iſland now call'd Arran, lying i in ths 
Bay of Cluyd. 

Gobanium, Abergaenna ij» Monmonth- 
ſhire. - | 

Gobeum, 4 Promontory of Bretaigne ir 
France. 

Goths, Inhabitants of the [,ower-Scythia, 
in the Northern = of Europe. 

H* the ty or - Baſeley, in Breck- 

nock-ſhire. 

Halenus, River Avon ix Hampſhire. 
Hebudes, or Hebrides, 4 Clafter of Iſles 

that ye on the Weſt-ſp ide of Scotland, in 
the Deucaledonian-Ocean, 

Hibernia, Ireland. 

Hunns, «' People that came out of Scythia 
and awelt in Earope, in Hungary. 

Hybernian-Ocean, the Iriſh-Seas. 
Hydaſpes, 4 River iz India. 
Hyperborean-Ocean, that which waſhes 

the North part of Scotland. 
I. 

—_— Spain. 

Icenians, Inhabitants of Suffolk, Nor- 

folk, Cambridge-ſhire, &c. 


| Idumanum, Black-water i» Eſſex, 
| lerne, 


The INDEX. 


lerne, Ireland. | 

Imaus, 4 Mountain which parts India from 
Scythia, and divides Scythia jnto two 
AY*S, 

Iſca, River Usk iz Monmouth-ſhire. 

an old Town on the River Usk, in 
Monmouth-ſhire. 

— Rjver Ex, on which the City of Exe- 

ter ſtands. 

Iſis, 4 River in Oxfordſhire. 

Ithaca, an Iſland in the lonian Sea, 

Itunna, River Eden, or Solway Frith 
in Scotland. 


K 


| | gr mr 6r Vindogara, ſnppos'd to 
ſtand in Kyle, in Scotland, 
L. 


Ake, #2 Brecknockſhire, now calld 
Brecknock-mere. 

Lapland, Lapponia, i belongs partly to 
Swedeland, Norway, and Moſcovy. 
Latium, 4a part of Italy, now calPd Cam- 
pagna di Roma, or St. Peters Pa- 

trimony. 

Liddenus, River Ledden iz Hereford- 
ſhire, by Malvern Hills. 

Liger, Rjver Loire in France. 

Lindis, River Witham 12 Lincolnſhire. 

i.indum, City of Lincoln. 

Lo-hor, a River which 1s the Weſtern li- 
mit of Glamorganſhire. 

Logians, they Inbabitedfrom Mount Gram- 
pius, to the German Ocean, by the Mer- 
tz in Scotland, - 

Longo, 4 River on the Weſt ſide of Scot- 
land, that falls into the Weſtern Ocean, 
"tis calPd Logh Longas. 

Loxa, River Loſle i» Scotland. 

Lugas, River Lug, i riſes in Radnor- 
hills, and falls into Wye, Three Miles 
from Hereford. | 

M. 
Antua, 4 Town in Italy where Vir- 
gil was born. 

Margadunum , an Old Town ſuppos'd to 

ſtand where Bever Caſtle does. 

Maridunum, Caermardhin, i» Wales. 

Mauritania, Barbary. 

Meatians, They Inhabited near the Pits 
Wall. ; 

Mediolanum, an Old Town in Montgo- 
mery ſhure. 

Medvaga, River Medway in Kent. 

Merſei, River Merſey in Cheſhire. 

Mertians, thoſe that Inhabited the Norty 
part of Scotland, which lies towards the 
German Ocean. 

Mervinian-mountains, thoſe of Meirio- 
nithſhire. 


Milford-haven ;z Wales. 

Mona's-ifle, the Iſle of Angleſey. 

Moſa, the Maes, in Gallia-Belgica, it 
falls below Dorr, into the German Ocean. 

Muno, River Mnnow, it riſes in Hatterill- 
hills, ard parts Ficrefordſhire from 
Monmouthitire. 

N. | 
| ——_— the City of Nants, #2 Brit- 
tany, France. 

Neuſtrian-coaſt, tat of Normandy. 

Nidus, River Neath, on which ſtood 4 
Town of the ſame Name, in Glamor- 
ganſhire. 

Nile, the Famous River of Egypt- 

Novantians, they inhabited, Galloway, 
Careck, Kyle, Cuningham, and Glot- 
ta, the Promontory which here runs into 
the Sea, was calPd the Novantian Pro- 
montory. 

| O. 
Ctopitarum , St. David's Land, in 
Wales. 

Olympic, the Olympick_G ames were kept in 
te City Olympia, in Peloponneſus. 
Ordovicians, Inhabitants of North- 
Wales, and Powiſland, viz. Montgo- 
meryſhire, Meirionithſhire, Caernar- 

vonſhire, Denbighſhire, Flintſhire. 

Oreſtians, or Horeſtians, Inhabitants of 
Argyle, and Perth, according to Cam- 
den, in Scotland. 

Orrea, a Town on the North of the River 
Tay, 2 Scotland. | 

Ottadenians, thoſe that Inhabjted next the 
Brigantes, 

Oza, River Oule, there is the great and 
little Ouſe, the former djvides Norfolk 
from Cambridgeſhire. 

P 


Atolns, a River in Lidia. 
Parthenope, the Ciry of Naples. 
Peak, 4» Darbyſhire. 


Pictavian-felds, Poiftoun a Province ##"== 


France, its Capital City is Poitiers , 
within Two Leagues of which was fought 
the Famous baitle between the Engliſh 
and French. 

Picts, they Inhabited part of Scotland, 
ſome place them in the South, in Lothian 
and Fife - Alſo Camden places them in 
Orkney, andthe Northern Iſles. 

Plinlimon, 4 high- Mountain in Wales, 
whence Severn, Wye and Rydol, take 
their riſe. 

R. 
Atoſtibium, River Taf in Wales. 
Regnums-wood , Ringwood ir 
Hampſhire. 
Repan- 
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Repandunum, Repton Darbyſhire. 


Rhemnius, River Remny 'Glamorgan- | | 


ſhire. 

Rhine, a River which parts France from 
Germany, after it has run 300 Miles, 
it falls into the River Moſa, and the 
German Ocean. 

Ricine, the Firſt Iſland of the Hebudes. 

Riphean-hills, Jdorntains of Scythia fo 
call'd.” 

Roman-military-way , cal'd Watlin- 
{treet. 

Rutunium, Routon #2 Shropſhire. . 

Rutupiz, 4z Old Town Richborrow, near 
Sandwich in Kent. 

—- The Foreland in Rent. 

S. | 
Abrina, River Severn. 

Salopia, Shropſhire. 

Scandanavia , or Scandia, the Country 
bermeen the Belt and Northern Sea, 
containing Norway, Swedeland, Cc. 

Scylla, 4 dargerous place in the Scicilian 
Sea. 

Scythia, otherwiſe calbd Sarmatia now 
that part of Tartary, which lies in Eu- 
rope, about the Euxine Sea, and the 
Meotick Lake. 

Segontium, Caernarvan iz Wales, 

Silcheſter, i Hampſhire. 

Sein, the River on which Paris ſtands. 

Seſtus, 4 Caſtle of Thrace, by the Helleſ- 
pont. 

Severus-wall, the Pits Wall, 

Silures, Inhabitants of South-wales, viz. 
Radnorſhire, Brecknockſhire , Gla- 
morganſhire, Herefordſhire, and Mon- 
mouthſhire, 

Sirius, the Dogſtar. 

Spinz, an Old Town hard by Newbery. 

Stourus, River Stoure in Dorſetſhire. 

River Stoure in Suffolk. 

River Yeſtwith in Cardigan- 


T, 
Ame, 4 Town on the River Celnius 
in Scotland. 

Tava, River Tay in Scotland. 

Tegzan- lake, Pimble-mere, in Wales. 

Thamilis, River of Thames. 

Thanotos, Iſle of. Thanet. 

Ther, the River- on which Thetford 
ſtands. 

Thrace, ow Romania. 

Tinna, River Tine, Tinmouth ſtands 
on it , there 3s Ukewiſe another Tine 
more Northward. 

Trenta, River Trent, it diwjdes Lin- 
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Stuccia , 
ſhire, 


| 


' 
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colnſhire, from Yorkſhire and Not- 
tinghamfhire. 


Trefantona, River Teſt, it runs into 
- Southampton- Bay, 

Trinacrian-Ifle, the Iſland of Scicily.. *+ 

Tripontium, ſuppos '&'ro ſtand where Tow- 
ceſter does, in Northamptonſhire. 

Trojans, Troy was a City of Phrygia, in 
the lefſer Ala. 

Tueſis, 4 River in Scotland , that. riſes 
below Grampius, «nd falls into the 
German Ocean. 

Turobius, Rever Teivi in» Wales, 

Tyber, the famous River of Rome, 

U. 
L Riconium , an Old Town calPd 
Wroxceſter, near the place where 
Severn and Tern joyn, Shrewsbury, #s 
ſuppos'd to have its riſe out of the Ruins 
of Uriconium. 

Uſocona, ſuppos'd to ve a in 

Shropſhire. 
V. 

Aga, River Wye, it riſes in Wales, 
and runs thro* Herefordſhire. 
Vagniacans, Inhab:tiants of Maidſtone ir 

Kent. 

Vandals, they Inhabited about Meklenburg 
in Germany, or the Coafp of the Bak 
tick Sea. 

Vara,, or Bay of Vayaris in Scotland, 

Vetta 's-Ifle, the Ifle of Wight. 

Vedra,. River Ware, in the Biſboprick. of 
Durham. 

Vindoghadia, Winburn-j Dorſetſhire. 

Venicontes, . or Vernicontes, they Inha- 
bited North of. Tay in Scotland, Cam- 
den places them in Mernis.-: 

Venta,” an Old Town near Chepſtow in. 
Monmouthſhire. 

An Old Town calPd Caſter, near 
Norwich, out of whoſe ruins 
Norwich is ſuppos'd to have 
its Original, 

Wincheſter, in Hampſhire, 

Verolamium, -an Old Town near St, Al- 
bans, out of whoſe - Ruins it bad its be- 
ginning. 

Veſuvius, 
in Italy. 

Vicomagians,. Camden makes them to In- 
babit Murray, bat Ortelius places them 
between the Creones and Carnonace , 
in the Weſtern part of Scotland. 

Victoria, ſuppos'd ro be Inch-Keith-Ifland, 
broke "ff from the Land, 
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4 Famous burning Adonnain 


Vindolana, Old Wincheſter in _ Norz- 
thumterland. | 
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